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Another year is here. For some, boarding school is a new 
adventure; for others, an old story. But with the beginning of 
this new school year there should come to all of us one considera- 
tion: Shall we let this year creep by us, slip awaj" while we stand 
by and watch? Or shall we live it to the utmost, drink in all it 
can give us, profit by it? Surely the latter is the better way. 
Time is such a precious thing, and so easily wasted. It slips 
through one’s fingers like quicksilver, leaving one regretful if 
one is not on perpetual guard. Work and pleasure can go to- 
gether. Set a goal before you — strive toward it — work for it. 
What is life without a purpose ? 




DAWN 

Dawn leaned on one bent arm 
While three seconds 
Slipped into eternity. 

Nancy Smythe 


NIGHT 

I should like to walk 
Beneath the stars, alone, 

Save for one who loved, as I, 
The stars, the damp greenness 
Of the grass, the far faint call 
Of the sleepy owl, the calm 
Security of night 
And God. 


Nancy Smythe 
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ANALOGY 

One cool note 

Trembles in the dusk 

And fades into the shadows. 

Just so my love for you 
Has slipped away, 

But left a tinge of sweetness 
In my heart, 

Like that half-forgotten 
Note in music. 

Julia Carty 


EARTH TOUCH 

I dreamed 

For one wild moment 
That I touched the moon. 
But at my earthly questing 
The stars rebelled 
And crashed about me 
In a stony, glittering heap. 


Julia Carty 
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JOY 

Joy is like sparkling champagne 
In a frail goblet cast. 

Thin glass is easily broken — 

Joy cannot last. 

Mary Bagshaw 


LOVE 


Love came whistling down the road, 
A raggle taggle gypsy boy. 

Inviting every passer’s stare. 

He alone had love to share. 

Love came knocking at my door, 

But I was loath to let him in. 

He might steal my heart away — 

Far too great a price to pay. 

Love went whistling down the road, 
A raggle taggle gypsy boy. 

In my heart a longing pain — 

Love ’s too proud to come again. 


Mary Bagshaw 
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BREAKFAST TABLE 

The sun poured in the bay window of the dining room, end- 
ing at that heavy warmth peculiar to sunny dining rooms on 
bitter cold winter mornings. The warmth struck the heavy silver 
coffee urn and lighted with an incongruous radiance the faces of 
the two people sitting at the table. 

Lida’s eyes followed the foolish flight of a fly until it came 
to rest on the plate of half -warm biscuits by her side. Impatient- 
ly she brushed it away. Why on earth didn’t Norah keep that 
kitchen door shut! She’d certainly told her about it enough! 
Mentally she made a note to deliver the fly ultimatum to Norah. 
Across the table her husband rustled the morning paper noisily. 
Lida shifted her gaze from the fly to her husband. 

“He’s getting old,” she mused, her eyes lingering on the 
sparse hair and heavy features opposite her, “but he’s still a 
good-looking man.” Her mind sped back twenty } T ears — he had 
been quite handsome then, and full of vitality. She wondered if 
he had any feeling or spirit left. Heavens, she had lived twenty 
years with the same man ! And he was always the same — heavy 
— stolid. Well, she had always made him a good wife. He could 
never complain about her. She brushed an offending crumb from 
the tablecloth and straightened the coffee urn a quarter of an 
inch. 

Mechanically Henry read the morning paper — sipped his 
coffee — read the paper. The sun was hot on his baldness and an 
avenging fly buzzed around his ear. Once he glanced over at his 
wife, sitting so complacently before the coffee urn. Sitting there 
just as she had for twenty years, confound her ! She had been 
some girl when he had married her — but marriage had staid her 
like all the rest. Would he ever be able to regard her as a person 
again? Or was she going to continue being more or less of a 
habit? He had been a good husband to her, though. Well — He 
sighed and read the stock market with studied interest. 

After a long and heavy silence, Henry carefully folded his 
paper and pushed back his chair. 
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“I’m going to the office now, Lida.” Just as he had for 
twenty years ! 

Lida rose from her seat and smoothed her dress. A fly settled 
once again on the now cold biscuit. Impatiently she brushed it 
away and started for the kitchen door. 

“Norah ! Those flies again ” 

Julia Carty 


PORTRAIT 


She is a dream which passes laughingly, 
Carelessly piercing hearts, 

Cruelly torturing minds. 

She flings away the gifts of men 

With a shrug of distaste, or a sign of ennui, 

And passes on. 

Men bow to her and give their very lives 
To see her smile, or throw a kiss. 

But what they give is naught. 

She smiles ironically at their attempts 
To capture her. 

But once, having crippled her prey, 

She passes on. 


Nancy Burke 


THREE SKETCHES 

NO TRUMP 
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‘ ‘ I never could stand men with moustaches ! ’ ’ 

“Me either. And I don’t like brown suits. They don’t 
seem a bit masculine. ’ ’ 

“Personally, I think he’s awful. His conceit fairly drips 
from him. ’ ’ 

Lydia Bentley carefully and methodically dealt out the cards. 
She had not lived her forty-two years for nothing. She knew 
that there were some real masculine men who wore brown suits 
and had moustaches. Even conceit wasn’t so bad. There were 
many things worse than a conceited man, for instance, a conceited 
woman. But Lydia did not voice her opinion on this subject. 
Nobody would have listened, and anyway her attention was need- 
ed on the cards. 

“Well, I, for one, don’t feel as though I ever want to set 
foot in his church again. I consider it a downright disgrace to 
the Unitarian faith. I actually blushed for his wife. My dear, 
the way he repeatedly bellowed forth about Hell, I was glad my 
Jane wasn’t there,” and Mrs Pingree tossed her head in right- 
eous indignation, threatening disaster to an impudent hairpin 
protruding from her carefully wound coil. 

The other ladies assented in vigorous tones. It was evident 
that Mr. Cornwall was much criticized by the older and more 
staid members of his congregation. 

Lydia alone made no comment. Her first husband had 
often used the word ‘ ‘ Hell. ’ ’ He was a fine man, too. If they 
weren’t so foolish they would realize that that was a man’s way 
of “letting off steam. ” She had a good hand. She could bid two 
spades. 

The conversation ceased and, except for the exclamations 
and self-congratulations as Mrs. Pingree viciously hauled in her 
tricks, all was quiet. 

Suddenly Mrs. Mathews spoke — “I’ve been thinking about 
old Mr. Winters’ death. Mr. Cornwall was real nice to Mrs. 
Winters. Poor woman. Heaven knows she needed consolation. ’ ’ 
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“Yes, he certainly was considerate. You know, I can excuse 
everything else in a preacher, if he is sympathetic towards his 
people.” This speech was accompanied by an emphatic jerk, and 
the hairpin, finally dislodged, fell to the floor. 

Lydia stirred in her chair. There was no such thing as a 
sympathetic man. She’d had three husbands, so oughtn’t she 
to know? Each had been as unsympathetic as the other. Well, 
this was good — three aces, three kings, two queens — “I’ll bid 
one no trump. ’ ’ 

STAG LINE 

1 ‘ Of all the asinine performances ! ’ ’ Chick nudged Tommy ’s 
elbow. “Will you look at that!” 

Tommy’s eyes followed Chick’s extended finger, and what 
he saw impressed him greatly. Standing with one foot on the 
running-board of a long, black roadster, Doc Morrow, Burnham’s 
football hero, was taking a rather sentimental leave of a small 
blonde in brown. Even at that distance, Tommy noticed the vivid 
blue of her eyes under the cocky little hat. 

‘ ‘ Disgusting ! ” he grunted, giving his full attention to the 
“disgusting” scene before him. “You know, Chick,” he added, 
as the roadster disappeared in a cloud of dust, ‘ ‘ a girl can make 
an awful sap out of a fellow. ’ ’ 

“No girl will ever make a sap of me,” retorted his friend 
with spirit. 

“No? That’s what they all say. Wait until you’re in love,” 
and Tommy grinned appreciately at his own mature wisdom. 

“I’m never going to fall in love — again.” Tommy turned 
quickly. Chick was not fooling. He remembered the little incident 
of the summer before — the dance, Chick’s devotion to Marj 
Webber, and then the quarrel. 

“Guess you’re right, Chick. Girls aren’t worth it. From 
now on, I devote my time to football.” 

Life passed quickly at Burnham — football, studies, week- 
ends, occasional fights with room-mates and feasts in the ‘ ‘ f rat ’ ’ 
houses. 

Came the night of the prom and Burnham’s gym was 
aglow with the soft, multi-colored rays of Japanese lanterns. 


STAG LINE 
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Young fellows were gathered in groups before the steps, critical- 
ly regarding each new arrival and his partner — the color of her 
dress, her style, her air of sophistication. From inside came the 
raucous howls and whines of the eight-piece orchestra tuning up. 

A block away, on the fourth floor of Mason, Tommy and 
Chick were engaged in an earnest and heated discussion. 

“Never could get this kind of a tie on straight. Here, you 
fix it for me,” and as Chick, in the process of adjusting a pair of 
obstinate suspenders, bent obligingly to Tommy’s aid, he con- 
tinued, ‘ ‘ say, what was the point in making us all go tonight ? ’ ’ 

“I’ll bite. You ought to be glad we’re going stag. Perhaps 
we can sneak out after a couple of dances. ’ ’ 

“Great consolation — that. I have visions of my New Eng- 
land sense of duty, either mine or Professor Dow’s, rising to the 
fore and asking the Dean’s wife to waltz around with me. I’ve 
had experience as a stag.” 

As they entered the gym and joined the stag line, the couples 
already were crowding onto the floor, swaying to the impelling 
rhythm. 

“Oh, I say, will you look at that knock-out in green with 
Glasses Gookin. I’ve got to save her from such a fate. You can 
call it my sense of duty ! ’ ’ 

Chick never heard the end of Tommy ’s remark, for, far over 
in the corner, sat Marjorie Webber. 

“Marj !” One gasp from Chick and he w'as by her side. 

“I know you’re surprised, dear, but I’ve been thinking it 
all over, and haven’t we been fools?” 

An hour later, Marjorie, wearing a white fur evening wrap, 
sat in the front seat of Chick ’s Auburn, telling him how wretched 
she had been ever since he had gone. 

“You know, Chick, you’re the only one who ever meant a 
thing to me. ’ ’ 

Darling ’ ’ — the brief pause was broken by a terrible clatter 
as a dilapidated Ford approached and passed. A flutter of green 
was visible for a moment as the model T rattled past, and Chick 
chuckled as he recognized Tommy’s shrill voice, “Of all the 
asinine performances ! ’ ’ 
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EVEN SCORE 

Anne sat on the top of the bleachers, vigorously waving a 
scarlet banner. 

Burnham would just have to win. This was the biggest game 
of the season — Burnham versus Westcott Tech. Burnham had 
been the pronounced favorite according to the Miltoun Daily 
Recorder. But why shouldn’t she be the favorite? Wasn’t Bob 
Burke the captain? 

Terribly attractive, this Bob Burke. He had the most won- 
derful hair — light, curly, strangely suggestive of masculine 
ruggedness. Anne remembered how well he danced, how his 
mouth turned down at the corners when he laughed, the way he 
grasped the wheel when he drove — so carelessly yet so com- 
petently. Funny, why she should think of these things at a time 
like this. 

The whistle blew for the fourth quarter. Anne knew Burn- 
ham would win. They were way ahead — twenty-two to twelve — 
and Bob was playing a great game. She drew the collar of her 
coat tight around her neck and buried her chin in the soft fur. 
She could picture the outcome. Bob carried down the field in 
glory — people shrieking and tossing their hats. It was always like 
that. Bob’s name would be plastered all over the front page of 
the Evening Tribune with a glowing account of his brilliant per- 
formance. Anne felt a pang of jealousy. Bob was everyone’s 
hero. Could she manage to see him alone after the game ? He had 
asked if he might take her some place and celebrate, but then 
there would be crowds everywhere. 

They were lining up a quick pass, a fumble — inexcusable! 
Anne gasped! Bob had never lost a ball before. What was the 
trouble ? Again the same pass and again a failure. 

People leaned forward uncomfortably on the hard boards. 
This was surprising! 

Westcott had the ball and Westcott scored; in fact, West- 
cott continued to score. The air grew tense — the score was tied 
with about three minutes more to play. 


EVEN SCORE 
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It was Burnham ’s ball. The signal was given ; clearly, dis- 
tinctly — eighteen, thirty-four, twenty-three, sixteen, the pigskin 
shot out. Bob jumped and grabbed — grabbed nothing but air, for 
the ball was a good five yards down the field in the arms of a 
Westcott forward. A touchdown ! Time was called, and Westcott 
had won. 

Anne clambered dizzily over the bleachers. She must reach 
Bob — tell him how well he played — tell him anything — Oh the 
ignominy of it all ! 

# # # # % * 

Anne beamed across the table at Bob. His hair lay in obsti- 
nate ringlets over his forehead. He was so attractive. 

Suddenly, he spoke. “You know, this is the first time I’ve 
had you alone for two weeks?” 

Anne interrupted, “And I owe it all to Westcott Tech. May 
she ever be victorious. ’ ’ 

Harriet Qua 


DAWN AT LOW TIDE 


The tide was low, and flat, brown marshes stretched 
With scattered, still, blue pools, along the shore. 

Flat bars of sand lay glistening wet with brine, 

And tiny rivulets of half-forgotten waves were still. 
Soft colored clouds hung motionless in air. 

The distant lighthouse stilled its warning note. 

The sky grew brighter, breezes stirred the air, 

And dawn arose, moved graciously, and smiled. 


Peggy Freshman 
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RETURN 

The man on the middle bench looked at life. The park was 
full of it on this gorgeous day. Wind swept through the autumn 
trees, stripping the limbs of their vivid dress. Gay, little leaf 
creatures fluttered madly in the air, to rustle finally to the earth, 
their glowing lives finished. A tiny, tow-haired boy, running 
breathlessly, fell among the leaves in a laughing, tumbled heap — 
a girl and boy strolled hand in hand by the river bank — an old 
man sat smoking his pipe, his thoughts pregnant with memory — 
and the man on the middle bench looked at life. He looked, but 
his eyes were unseeing; his thoughts were of the dimming past. 
Thirty years ago on a day like this — he could hear her voice now, 
that lovely, lilting voice. They were strolling, like those two over 
yonder, hand in hand. 


****** 

They had been laughing at a tiny, roly-poly thing in pink 
wool, whose legs were so fat and so short that she rolled like a 
veteran tar. Polly had laughed until the tears squeezed out and 
hung on the tips of her lashes like drops of dew. 

“I want one just like her, some day, Joel, — just as fat and 
funny. ’ ’ She smiled and one of the dew drops slipped down her 
cheek and into her fur. Queer — that he should remember little 
things like that. 

"But not until we can afford it, Joel — not until you’ve sold 
a lot of paintings. But you will — soon ! ’ ’ Her hand had tight- 
ened a little on his arm. He covered it with his own. He 
looked out on the blue pond, with its tiny white sail boats riding 
the ripples. The wind blew a strand of her hair across his cheek. 

"Polly dear” — he had looked down on her red-capped head. 

‘ ‘ Polly — I can ’t marry you. ’ ’ 

Joel — don ’t joke — it frightens me ! ’ ’ 

"I’m not joking, Polly. I’ve never been more serious in 
my life. Try to understand, dear. I ’ve a good deal of talent — I 
know that all I need is a chance — and I can’t get it, if I’m tied 
down — if I have a family — don ’t you see ? ” 


RETURN 
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“I do see” — her breath came in little gasps. “You don’t 
love me — this is your way of telling me — oh, it’s clear enough — 
I ’ve seen it coming ! ’ ’ 

“Oh, my darling, no! I love you with all there is in me, 
but — Polly, Polly, try to understand!” 

“Understand! Oh Joel, understanding is a poor substitute 
for love!” And she had run off into the coming dusk. He 
could hear the quick intake of her breath as she slipped away — 
thirty years ago ! 

****** 

Early dusk deepened into twilight. The little tow-haired 
boy had stumbled home with his nurse — the boy and girl had 
parted tenderly — the old man carried his memories to his fire- 
side — but the man on the middle bench still sat there, deep in 
the past. The leaves rustled about his feet. He stirred a little, 
as if he felt an unseen presence 

Suddenly she was there before him, in her little red cap, 
and with the dew drops on her lashes — He dropped to his knees 
among the leaves — 

“Polly, Polly! Forgive me! I was wrong, so wrong! It 
was always you who came first — success was nothing without 
you! Polly, my dear, forgive me!” He looked up at her. Her 
face glowed in the deepening twilight. 

‘ ‘ I tried to find you, Polly ! I hunted the earth. They told 
me you had — died! But it wasn’t true. Polly dear — ” Her 
eyes were dim stars. She smiled and spoke. 

“Joel.” 

****** 

Extra! Extra! Death comes to noted artist! Found in 
Creydon Park — Extra ! Extra ! 


Julia Cakty 
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QUEEN ANNE’S LACE 

Queen Anne’s lace still blows in Queen Anne’s garden at 
Hampton Court, but Queen Anne has long since died. From ber 
red bair, tbe queenly crown has been lifted ; her bands, bolding 
a single lily, have been folded across ber breast ; dressed in her 
stateliest robes, tbe Queen has been buried. 

To Queen Anne, death, without doubt, came none too soon. 
Now there is no one with whom she must bicker and quarrel for 
half the day and night; no one is watching her every action so 
that he may gossip about her ; no one comes to her for aid. 

Queen Anne’s lace blows tall in Hampton Court, but no 
longer will Queen Anne gather the flowers. She has gone to the 
first quiet sleep and rest that her troubled soul has ever known. 
She has gone to her children, now, to a place where she may 
have peace to know them. 

What matters it to Queen Anne that a pompous, purple- 
faced George of Hanover aspires to her throne ? The last Stuart 
lady will not even lift her eyelids to care. What matters it to 
her how the English world goes on ? 

Is it true that a ghost haunts the Hampton Court? It is 
never the Scottish Queen’s. While she was living, she had too 
many troubles in this world to come back to scare some timid 
sentinel when the night is dark. 

Around the grave, where few come, Queen Anne’s lace will 
always blow, but Queen Anne lies unperturbed beneath the 
marble slab which shuts out all the world. Every one is glad 
that Queen Anne is dead, but Queen Anne is the gladdest of all. 


Nancy Smythe 
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SECURITY 

Last night I dreamed 
That you were gone, 

And I was broken, 

Like a twig 

In fierce March winds. 

And now, 

Finding you here, 

I am alive, unhurt, 

Strong and sure 
Of you and Love. 

Barbara W. Trott 


MOCKERY 


Yesterday 
You said 
I had a chance 
To win — 

And I believed. 

Believed ! 

Today 

You laughed 
And cast aside, 

Unheeding, 

The little that I had. 

I would I ’d never had a heart, 

To be so quickly 

Tom. 


Barbara W. Trott 
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MY HILL-TOP 

If I should ever be promised the choice of one possession, I 
would choose not a specially-built automobile, not an Italian 
villa, not a chest of jewels, not even all the money in the world, 
instead I would choose a hill-top — a hill-top of my own design. 

I would place my hill-top away from the mad rush of crowds 
in a spot known only to myself ; I would plant around its base a 
fringe of pine trees, and on the top a lone elm and one gray 
boulder; then I would make the wind blow across my hill-top 
day and night. 

Whenever I felt a restless urge within me, whenever I 
longed to free myself of all that bound me, I would run away. I 
would flee to my hill-top, and there shed my earthly garments, 
toss my hair to the winds, and lay bare my soul. I would remain 
thus, in complete abandonment, letting the winds drive all rest- 
lessness and discontent from my spirit, feeling the exhilaration 
of the glorious wind against my body, as I stood alone with arms 
outstretched like the limbs of my solitary elm. Then filled with 
a sudden vigor, I would race across my hill-top and defiantly 
challenge the wind. 

Finally, overcome by weariness, I would sink down beside 
my cool gray boulder and let the breeze, which would change with 
my every mood, calm me to a state of utter relaxation. There I 
would lie, scarcely bothering to breathe, until the vibrant cry of 
wild geese soaring across the sky would awaken me and summon 
me to follow. But I would no longer be eager to respond to 
their call, for the wind would have driven all rebellion from my 
heart, and my spirit having at last found rest, I would bid 
farewell to my hill-top. 


Priscilla Spalding 
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WET GRASS 


I love a morning 
Wet, 

Cool, 

And fragrant 

With the smell of earth. 

I love to walk through 
Grass dusted with mist, 

My feet tearing 

Fairy lace 

Left by spiders 

To catch the beads of rain. 

Martha H. Brubaker 


FAREWELL TO PRISON 

A golden cross 
Hangs round my neck, 

A priest is at my side. 

A distant bell, 

A haughty laugh, 

My gambled life 
For hell. 


Muriel Elzea 
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A LA MODE 

It was a queer thing, Bill mused, how women thought that 
they looked so well in those Eugenie things they wore on their 
heads — nothing more than a derby with feathers, and tipped over 
one eye. Why in the world did Fashion have to dictate those? 
Just now, with Dottie sitting beside him, on their way to the 
country club to a tea dance, he almost crashed into a post, so 
intent was he on puzzling it all out. 

“Do be more careful, Bill. I don’t want these feathers 
ruined. ’ ’ 

“Those feathers, my dear girl, are the cause of the just- 
escaped disaster. I wish to Heaven you’d throw that hat away. ’ ’ 

“Bill, don’t get me aggravated. It’s a delicate subject, so 
be careful. Besides, here we are; let’s be pleasant at least long 
enough to enjoy the dance !” 

She was pretty nice, he noticed, as she walked a little ahead 
of him. She carried herself well and certainly didn’t “gush” 
all over everyone she met. As they passed into the lobby, he 
realized that he wasn ’t the only one who thought that way about 
her. Smiles and admiring looks came from all sides, girls and 
boys alike. 

“I think I’ll leave my hat on, Bill — you don’t mind?” 

“Oh Lord, Dottie! You know I hate it — ” But he was 
speaking to her back. 

He followed her into the room where couples stood waiting 
for the orchestra to resume its haunting rhythms. Bill spied 
Peg, with no Eugenie hat ! How he hated those things — he 
resolved to keep her in mind — 

By six-thirty, Dottie realized that Bill had danced too much 
with Peg. It seemed that Eugenie was “out”. She hated Peg. 

Out in front of Dottie ’s house, home from the club, Bill, 
stealing a glance at Dottie sitting frigidly beside him, remarked 
on what a nice crowd there had been. 

‘ ‘ Peg, you mean ? ’ ’ said Dottie, sweetly. 

“Well — at least she wears sensible hats!” 

“Yes — that’s it! Sensible! Well, good-night — I shall be 
sensible from now on. ’ ’ 


A LA MODE 
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The next two days Dottie broke three dates with Bill. 
“Really, Bill it’s much more sensible to get your beauty sleep.” 
In desperation, after a date with Peg, Bill arrived at Dottie ’s 
with a large box. 

‘ 1 Oh, flowers ? But how un-sensible ! ’ ’ 

Inside reposed two feathery plumes, surrounded by much 
tissue paper. 

‘ ‘ I decided it must have been the feathers, dear. Get your 
hat — we’re going out!” 

Barbara W. Trott 


TREASURE 

“What is title? What is treasure? 

What is reputation’s care? 

If we lead a life of pleasure 

’Tis no matter how nor where.” 

‘ ‘ Do you know, Bob, that bird must have known what he was 
talking about, ’ ’ Alison said in her affectedly low, drawly voice, 
to her recently acquired husband. 

“H’m?” Bob had been resting luxuriously in a pile of 
multi-colored cretonne cushions, idly gazing at the high towers, 
while Alison was quoting lines from Burns. 

‘ ‘ Don ’t you think so ? ” 

“Huh,” grunted Bob, suddenly roused, “like to see you 
leading a life of anything but pleasure. All you do is — ” and 
he started to enumerate the various incidents which took place 
in the course of Alison ’s day and night. 

‘ ‘ That’s 0. K. for you to say, Bob Sherrill ! You know dam 
well all you do is play around and have a good time. If you 
didn’t have money ” 

“I probably wouldn’t have you. In fact, I’m perfectly 
sure I wouldn’t. I grant I haven’t title.” 

“Or such a hot rep,” Alison put in. 

“0. K. But I have treasure!” 
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. “I’ll say you have, and it surely is a help. Though honestly, 
Bob — ” Alison threw her arms impetuously about her spouse’s 
neck. Bob looked alarmed, for Alison was not given to such 
demonstrations of affection. “You know I’d love you just as 
much even if you didn’t have a centV* She laughed a little. 
It seemed hard to picture the debonair Bob without a cent, as she 
emphasized the word. 

“Still, it’s just as well that I have.” Bob answered rather 
dubiously, mistaking Alison’s laugh for one of sarcasm. He 
settled himself in the chair, lit a cigarette, and pulled a magazine 
over from the table. The discussion seemed to be at an end. 

Alison looked out at the distant buildings. Slowly her gaze 
reverted to Bob. He had many attractive qualities, she decided. 
Of course she loved him. 

“Yes,” she resolved, “I’ll stick to him even if he goes low,” 
though this fact seemed utterly improbable. “Silly of him or 
of me to think I married him just for fun. ” 

# * # # * # 

‘ ‘ It has been a delightful evening, Mrs. Sherrill, ’ ’ said a tine 
looking, rather elderly gentleman to his hostess. “You have 
such an attractive apartment,” he continued, “I don’t suppose 
you decorated it yourself ? ’ ’ 

“Oh, yes,” Alison answered languidly. “I’ve always been 
interested in that sort of thing. Care for a cigarette ? ’ ’ Alison 
seemed more charming than usual in her chartreuse colored 
evening dress, as she glanced over the candle-lighted table. Mr. 
Cartwell observed her approvingly. 

‘ ‘ Thank you, no. By the way, Bob, may I see you for just 
a moment ? With your permission, Mrs. Sherrill. ’ ’ 

“Why of course,” Mrs. Sherrill smilingly assented. “Let’s 
go out on the terrace, Bess. It’s a gorgeous night,” she said 
to Mr. Cartwell ’s daughter, taking her arm. 

“What on earth are you doing up at this ungodly hour?” 
asked Alison, sitting in bed, rumpling her hair. 

“Going to work, Beautiful! Believe it or not!” Bob 
answered, nervously trying to fix his tie. 
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‘ ‘ W ork ! You ? ” incredulously. 

“Yeah, really. ’Bye, dear, won’t be back for luncheon.” 

The front door closed with a hang. Alison stretched, rang 
for breakfast, and wondered more or less concernedly what Bob 
was doing. It was so unlike him to dash out like this. She 
found herself actually worried — something extraordinary for 
her. Maybe the stocks were off! Of course, that was it — silly 
of her not to think of it before. But that couldn’t matter 
terribly. Bob had plenty of money. Her thoughts were abrupt- 
ly interrupted by the telephone. 

* 1 Hello ? Oh, hello there ! No, you didn ’t waken me. Been 
up for ages. What? Oh, fun! Love to — will you come for 
me? O.K. At 10.30! ’Bye,” and Alison went to hunt for 
her golf bag. 

‘ ‘ Hullo, where ’ve you been ? ’ ’ 

“Oh, over at the club. Why Bob, what’s the matter with 
you? You look absolutely ill, my dear!” She finished with an 
air of concern. 

“111? 111!” he cried with a queer sort of laugh. “Well I 
am, rather. Listen dear,” he tried to make his voice sound 
pleading, “we’ll have to leave this place. I — well — I — we 
haven’t as much to live on as we used to. We’ll have to cut 
down, dear. I know it will be hard for you but — ” he paused 
uncertainly. 

“Why Bob!” She looked aghast. Then, trying to calm 
herself, with as much nonchalance as she could muster, said, 
“Tell me about it. Just what happened?” 

“Well, to tell you the truth,” he wondered how she would 
accept the truth, “Dad’s entire estate was wiped out.” He 
gestured vaguely. 

This seemed to convey no particular meaning to Alison, but 
she smiled and tried to be sympathetic. 

‘ ‘ Tell me, just how did it happen ? ’ ’ 

“Oh, I don’t know, Alison! I’ve been such an ass. I’ve 
lived on what he earned all my life — never had to work, so why 
bother? That’s what I thought, and it’s come out awfully well, 
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hasn’t it? Everything’s been wiped out. Don’t believe we can 
recover on a thing.” 

******* 

“Gosh, it’s stuffy in here !” Alison was murmuring to her- 
self, as she was trying to fix up a dingy apartment. “Let’s see, 
I can put that couch here, and probably the hanging here. What 
awful wallpaper ! ” 

She peered out of the window on to the busy street. People 
were coming and going, jostling each other. Bob was among the 
crowd, somewhere, she thought. 

“He hasn’t been very sporting about this,” she thought, 
“but then he’s always been spoiled,” she added leniently. 

‘ ‘ Oh hello ! You ’re home early, ’ ’ she called to Bob, who had 
just come in. 

“Hullo,” he answered, without enthusiasm. 

‘ ‘ Any luck ? ’ ’ 

“Luck?” he asked, rather miserably, and flopped down on 
the couch. Alison was watching him. There was something in 
his face she hadn’t noticed before. He looked older and 
haggard, but he seemed unmistakably weak, sitting there ap- 
parently without ambition or any interest in anything. No 
wonder they turned him down. Alison’s eyes narrowed scorn- 
fully. 

“Look here, Bob,” she said defiantly. “You aren’t getting 
anywhere. Now tomorrow,” shaking his coat lapels violently, 
“tomorrow you get out and work. Can’t Cartwell do anything 
for you?” 

“No, he says he may be able to place me next year, but 
that’s a big help now. Oh, Alison, I’ve tried everything. I 
didn’t mean to drag you into this. We would have gotten along 
all right if I hadn’t lost everything. You’ve been sweet, Alison, 
but I know you can ’t stand it long. This vile place, ’ ’ he glanced 
around the tiny room. 

“As a matter of fact, Bob, I spent all afternoon fixing it up. 
And Bob, I certainly won ’t be able to stand it if you don ’t buck 
up and do things! If you don’t, I shall!” 

Bob looked surprised, but said nothing. 
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“What is title? What is treasure? 

What is reputation’s care? 

If we lead a life of pleasure 
’Tis no matter how nor where.” 

“Oh Bob, he was right. You know now that he was.” It 
was a Sunday morning, a year later. They were hiking through 
the woods. 

“We’ve done so much this last year. We know each other 
so much better.” She clung to a young birch tree and looked 
thoughtfully at him. “ ’Member the time I told you to get out 
and snap into it ? You did, all right ! ’ ’ 

“ ’Member the time I threatened to leave you and shift for 
myself ? ” 

“M’m” 

“Glad I didn’t?” 

“Am I!” 

Nancy Burke 


A SENSATION 


A smothering mass of milling humanity, 
Old, young, and middle aged. 

The world slips away, 

With the clang of a metal door. 

A monotonous drone — 

Thirty-three — fifty-seven — fifty-eight — 
Beats against my ringing ears. 

I wonder where I am. 

It’s the eighty-sixth floor 
Of the Empire State. 


Theodate Kimball 


STUDENT OFFICERS 


Council — Fall Term 


President 

Mila Lewis 


Secretary-Treasurer 

Josephine Pratt 


Councillors 


Nancy Burke 
Amy Culver 
Peggy Freshman 
Joan Grannis 


Mila Lewis 
Josephine Pratt 
Anne Whitney Bose 
Elizabeth Small 


Martha Willard 


President — Coe Club 

Harriet Qua 


President — Kava Club 

Anne Whitney Rose 



THE HOCKEY GAME 

On Saturday, November fourteenth, the long anticipated 
Cae-Kava hockey game took place. The day was perfect — clear 
and cold — and many friends and alumnae were present to wit- 
ness the struggle between the two clubs. 

The contest began at noon, when each club, one at either end 
of the dining room, strove to out-rival the other in songs and 
cheers. 

At two-thirty, the Kava team, in orange jerseys, and the 
Cae team, in maroon sweaters, took their positions on the field. 
The official whistle was blown. The game was on! Kava made 
the first goal, amidst cheers from spectators. A goal for Cae 
soon followed and the score stood one to one at the end of the 
first half. The teams were very evenly matched and excitement 
was tense on the side lines. During the second half four more 
goals were made for Cae and three for Kava, making the final 
score five to four in Cae ’s favor. 
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After the game, tea was served at Mrs. McGay’s house for 
the girls, alumnae and guests. 

That night, according to custom, a formal banquet was held 
in honor of the two teams. Songs were sung to the players and 
the hockey cup was presented to the president of Cae by the presi- 
dent of Kava. Miss Parsons and Miss Breeden were called upon to 
give speeches. Then everyone rose and joined in “Oh, Rogers 
Hall, the School We Love ’ ’, bringing to a close one of the 
greatest days of the school year. 


Teams 


CAE 


KAYA 

Lewis 

Rose 

Sargent 

Trott 

Smythe 

Grannis, R. 

Hatch 

Barnard 

Furber 

Joseph 

Bagshaw 


Proctor 

Spalding 

Qua 

Drewson 

Kimball 

Culver 

Duff 

Pratt, J. 

Foster 

McQuade 

Baker 


L.W. 

L.I. 

C. 

R.I. 

R.W. 

L.H. 

C.H. 

R.H. 

R.F. 

L.F. 

G. 


SUBS 


1. Clark, M. 

2. DeVoe 

3. Elzea 


1. Freshman 

2. Buckland 

3. Parker 



PLAYS 


On November twenty-eighth, the Dramatics classes pre- 
sented two one-act plays, A Dispatch Goes Home and The 
Women Folk. The first was given by the senior dramatics class 
and the latter by the junior class. A Dispatch Goes Home was a 
very amusing play, the story being gleaned from the life of an 
English baronet, who having been stationed in India, met with 
all kinds of difficulties in that country. The play, besides being 
very amusing, was very well acted. Anne Whitney Rose, as the 
timorous Lady Whittersby, portrayed her character excellently. 
The cast was as follows : 


Sir Percival Whittersby 

Lady Whittersby 

Ahmed 

A traveler 

Scenic Director 


Julia Carty 

Anne Whitney Rose 

Mila Lewis 

Barbara Trott 

Ethel Shenton 
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The Women Folk , given by the Junior Dramatics class, was 
also very well acted. This was the first play put on by the be- 
ginners and it was a great success. It was very well played and 
the character portrayals showed a good deal of talent. The story 
was one of comedy, telling of the trials of a young man who 
finds his style slightly cramped by the interference of too many 
“ women folk.” The cast included Muriel Elzea, Dorothy Drew- 
son, Jane Whipple, Anna Zimmerman, Sally Foster, Emylou 
Joseph, and Janet Tighe. 

On October seventeenth, the Senior Dramatics class pre- 
sented a most interesting one-act play called A Little Bit of 
Life. It was very well acted and was played with great ease by 
the actresses. Ethel Shenton, as the lady shopper, was undoubted- 
ly the success of the evening and provided the audience with 
great amusement by her verbose conversation. The cast was as 
follows : 

Carol, a young debutante Mila Lewis 

Jean, a young debutante Barbara Trott 

The working girl Anne Whitney Rose 

Mrs. Johnson, a lady shopper Ethel Shenton 

The play was coached by Mrs. Tapp and the scenic decora- 
tions were by Julia Carty. 





ALBERT SPALDING 

This year, the city of Lowell has organized a series of Com- 
munity Concerts, to be given at regular intervals throughout the 
winter. On the evening of October the 27th, some of us had the 
pleasure of hearing Albert Spalding, noted violinist, at the 
Lowell High School Auditorium. 

Albert Spalding is an excellent musician ; his touch is sure, 
and the tones he produces are full and harmonious. The audience 
was very appreciative, calling him back several times. It was a 
privilege to hear him. 

B. W. T. 


PROGRAM 

I 

Preludio and Sieiliano Veracini 

Prelude and Gavotte in E major Bach 

(for violin alone) 

Romance in F.. Beethoven 

Rondo brillant Weber 
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II 

Concerto in E minor Mendelssohn 

Allegro molto appassionato 
Andante 

Allegro molto vivace 

III 


Ave Marie Schubert-Wilhelmj 

“Alabama” — Plantation Melody and Dance Spalding 

Waltz in A ; Brahms-Hochstein 

Zapateado Sarasate 


Andre Benoist at the Piano 


MRS. BARR 

A delightfully informal concert was given on Sunday night, 
November the fifteenth. Mrs. Helen Barr, radio artist of note, 
sang a widely-variated program, ranging from opera and the 
better songs, to one or two of today’s popular songs. She accom- 
panied herself on the piano. 

Mrs. Barr was at one time a student of Rogers Hall and 
that, of course, made her all the more interesting. She has a 
lovely soprano voice, and presents her songs in a charmingly 
individual manner. After the program was completed, we all 
gathered around the piano and sang a few songs with her. 

B. W. T. 





SCHOOL ... NOTE5 


CALENDAR OF EVENTS 
September 23 — School opens. 

September 26 — Picnic at Brookline, New Hampshire. 
September 26 — A dance is given by Miss Parsons for the school. 
September 27 — Sunday afternoon recital by Mr. Heller and 
Mr. Niccoli. 

October 2 — Motor trip to G-loucester. 

October 2 — Old girls’ party for the New girls. 

October 9 — Senior Dramatics class presents A Little Bit of Life. 
October 10 — Harvard-New Hampshire football game. 

October 16 — New members chosen for clubs. 

October 26 — Concert by Albert Spalding, violinist. 

October 31 — Andover-Brown freshmen football game. 

November 14 — Cae-Kava hockey game. 

November 15 — Concert by Helen Barr, soprano. 

November 26 — Thanksgiving Holiday. 
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November 28 — The Dramatics classes present The Women Folk 
and A Dispatch Goes Home. 

November 29 — Mrs. Claude Gilson talks on current events. 
December 5 — Andover concert and dance. 

December 13 — Recital by Mr. Heller and Mr. Niccoli. 

December 16 — Christmas play, Why The Chimes Rang. 
December 17 — Christmas Vacation. 


EXCHANGES 

The Maze — The May School, Boston, Mass. 

The Milestone — The Baldwin School, Bryn Mawr, Penna. 

The Triangle — Emma Willard School, Troy, New York. 

The Hammer — Briarcliff Manor, New York. 

The Pinkerton Critic — Pinkerton Academy, Derry Village, N. H. 
Brimmerite — The Brimmer School, Boston, Mass. 

The Winsor Lamp — The Winsor School, Boston, Mass. 

The Tatler — Miss Madeira’s School, Washington, D. C. 



ALCICDNAE 

June 20th, Margaret Fox, ’21, was married to Mr. Charles 
Edward Doll, Jr., at Grand Rapids, Michigan. They are at home 
in Virginia Manor, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 

June 15th, Patti Linn Foos, ’24, was married to Mr. Robert 
Newton Spry Whitelaw in Springfield, Ohio. They are at home 
at 38 Chalmers St., Charleston, So. Car. 

July 3rd, Aileen Lawrence Ogden was married to Mr. Justin 
M. Uffinger, Jr., in Summit, New Jersey. 

August 14th, Barbara Bryant, ’29, was married to Mr. Clyde 
Claxton Barrows at the Second Church in West Newton, Massa- 
chusetts, with a reception following at her home. 

August 29th, Marietta Barnes was married to Mr. William 
Edgar Cornwall in Winchester, Massachusetts. 
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September 18th, Marjorie Allis, ’28, was married to Mr. 
George Wallace Streeter, Jr., at Faith Congregational Church 
in Springfield, Massachusetts. They are at home on Eton Road, 
Longmeadow, Mass. 

October 3rd, Helen Babbitt, ’25, was married to Mr. Charles 
Denson Day, Jr., in Taunton, Massachusetts. They are at home 
in Longfellow Manor, Worcester, Mass. 

October 3rd, Millicent Atwell, ’26, was married to Lt. Carl 
Baker Olsen at the Methodist Episcopal Church in Middletown, 
Connecticut. 

October 3rd, Gertrude Emmons, ’27, was married to Mr. 
Cortland David Van Hoesen at the Walter Reed Memorial 
Chapel in Washington, D. C. 

October 10th, Helen Melchers, ’24, was married to Mr. Peter 
Cornelius Mollema in Owosso, Michigan. 

October 12th, Betty Russell was married to Mr. Harry 
Neilson Benson at All Saints Church in Belmont, Massachusetts. 
A reception followed at her home. 

October 12th, Priscilla Ball, ’26, was married to Mr. Richard 
Allen Allardyce Martin in Athol, Massachusetts. 

October 26th, Constance Shurtleff was married to Mr. 
William Chetwynd Nickerson at Hancock Congregational Church 
in Lexington, Massachusetts. A reception followed at the Old 
Belfry Club. 

October 29th, Anne Muessel, ’29, was married to Mr. John 
Medary Woodridge, Jr., in Pelham Manor, New York. 

October 31st, Dorothy Tremble, ’26, was married to Mr. 
John Raymond Ruliffson at the Chantry of St. Thomas Church 
in New York City. They are at home at 24 Alameda St., 
Rochester, N. Y. 

November 6th, Margaret Kip, ’27, was married to Mr. 
Horace Sylvester Jenkins, Jr., in St. John’s Church in Passaic, 
New York. A reception followed at her home. 

November 15th, Maxvne Jennings was married to Mr. Edgar 
Howes Baker, Jr., at the Church of the Redeemer, West Hart- 
ford, Connecticut. 

February 17th, a daughter, Mary Ann, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. John Edward Frost (Margaret Evans, ’26). 
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June 9th, a son, Calvin Leonard, was bom to Mr. and Mrs 
Leonard L. French in Lowell, Massachusetts. 

Louise Taylor Gerdine spent the summer in Oxford where 
her daughter was studying at the University. “We go to Paris 
for the winter so that Eleanor may study at the Sorbonne. We 
have met many interesting people from other countries and are 
having a most delightful time.’’ 

Marian Coburn Sawyer has changed her business and is 
associated with Mrs. A. M. Edlefson in her real estate office in 
Winchester. Marian is living this winter with Polly who has 
built a new home in Belmont. 

News of the death of Cyrena Case Kellogg, ’03, on November 
fourth came as a shock to her classmates and friends. She was 
thrown from her horse while riding in the fall hunt near Buffalo 
and died the next day. 

Josephine Morse, ’07, published this fall a book “Following 
the Bee Line”. The book is issued by Thomas S. Rockwell Co. 
of Chicago. It is about bees but not a technical account so that 
its delightful style may be enjoyed by both the layman and the 
bee keeper. Josephine and Molly Beach, ’07, saw each other often 
last summer when Molly and her family were in Santa Barbara, 
California. 

Helen Browne Evans left for Florida the middle of 
November where until mid-April she will be at 749 South Ridge- 
wood Avenue, Daytona Beach. “I had a wonderful visit with 
Margaret McKindley Amundson in Duluth last June. On the 
way home I stopped overnight with Helen Pope and Lesley Pope 
Cooke, ’21. Helen was playing with Blanche Ring in ‘Stepping 
Sisters’ and was making the most of her small part.” 

Matilda Kloppenburg Tompkins, ’12, after the death of her 
husband, carried on his business for some time. Recently she 
has been taking a secretarial course. 

Katherine Steen Larmon, ’14, spent her summer for the 
most part in Scarsdale. “But we had a few week-ends on that 
splendid Cooperstown, New York, golf course, when we went up 
to see Helen Virginia who was in ‘Pathfinders Lodge’ camp. We 
have planned a delightful cruise for the fall.” 


36 


SPLINTERS 


Margaret Wood, ’16, has moved to 1589 Beacon Street, 
Brookline. “I am teaching at Bradford this year two days a 
week. I shall have Tennis, Basket Ball, Riding and Golf besides 
helping with other things. In June I took a two weeks con- 
centrated course at Wellesley to get the last word in various 
sports. ’ ’ 

Dorothy Hunter Higgons, ’18, has the sympathy of her 
friends in the death of her mother in October following a long 
illness. “We have moved to 70 Elizabeth Road, New Rochelle, 
and my father will make his home with us. ’ ’ 

Martha Howell, ’19, writes that her father has been an 
invalid for more than a year so that she has spent most of her 
time at home in Pasadena. “I have been studying contract 
bridge and French, and gardening on the side when I was not 
nursing father. ’ ’ 

Alice Brock, ’22, spent the summer as usual at Martha’s 
Vineyard. 

Jean Peterson, ’27, has a new address : Suite 102, 2026 East 
107th Street, Cleveland, 0. 

Jessie Archer, ’30, has entered Syracuse University and is 
living in Haven Hall, 215 University Place, Syracuse, N. Y. 

Elizabeth Fisher, ’29, has entered Russell Sage College in 
Troy, New York, and hopes to be given advance credit for her 
year’s work at Framingham Normal College last year. 

Emily Machold, ’30, is a sophomore at Maryland College in 
Lutherville, Maryland. 

Caroline Rabenold, ’30, entered the training course for 
nurses this fall in the Abington Hospital in Reading, 
Pennsylvania. 

Barbara Hadley, ’31, has entered Smith College and is living 
in Park House. Nancy Joseph, ’31, is also at Smith and is living 
in Hopkins B. Both girls were exempted from Freshman 
English at Smith on account of the grades made in that subject 
in the C. E. E. B. examinations in June. 

Rosemary Mehan, ’31, has entered Wheaton College and at 
the Freshman Class banquet the Dean announced that she ranked 
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first among the Freshmen in the mark received in English in the 
C. E. E. B. examination. 

Micaela Phelan, ’31, is a Freshman at Wellesley College and 
she as well as the girls in Smith was exempted from Freshman 
English because of her C. E. E. B. rating. 

Betty Willson, ’31, has entered St. Lawrence University in 
Canton, New York. Betty has been elected vice president of 
her class and has been pledged to the Kappa Kappa Gamma 
sorority. 

Mary Burke, ’31, has returned to school to take the intensive 
secretarial training course. 

Dorothy Chisholm, ’31, is using her secretarial training in 
working for her father in the eastern sales office of the Myles 
Salt Company of Montclair. Her family is living at Hotel 
Montclair. 

Eleanor Robins, ’31, is studying dramatic work in Boston, 
and Marjorie Robins, ’31, is studying dancing. 

Marjorie Willard, ’31, is studying painting in the art classes 
at the Whistler House in Lowell under the direction of Miss 
Elizabeth Walsh. 

Eleanor Pratt, ’27, studied etching last summer and this 
year is working under Miss Walsh. 

Mona Mehan, ’27, has entered the Freshman class at Tufts 
Medical School. 

November 21st, Isabelle Dahlberg, ’23, was married to Mr. 
Russell Benjamin Tobey at her home in Manchester, New Hamp- 
shire. 

There is one new granddaughter at school this year, Patty 
Ellison, daughter of Nan Newhall Ellison, (Mrs. D. J.). The 
new sisters are Joan Grannis, sister of Ruth and niece of Rev. 
Appleton Grannis; Mary Louise Johnson, (Frances, ’30) ; Bar- 
bara Murray, (Betty Murray, ’28), Blanche Robinson, (Pris- 
cilla) ; Nancy Smythe (Barbara, ’28 and Shirley, ’30). Emmy 
Lou Joseph is a cousin of Elaine, ’28, and Nancy, ’30. Elizabeth 
Ann Parker is a niece of Louise Parker Scarritt, ’06. 

November 24th, Virginia McFarland, ’28, was married to 
Mr. David John Walsh, in Denver, Colorado. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell ’s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 
Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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FLOWERS 

Artistically Arranged 



OUR SERVICES ARE ALWAYS AVAILABLE 
FOR PROVIDING AND ARRANGING THE 
CHOICEST OF FLOWERS AND PLANTS FOR 
ANY OCCASION 


FLOWERS BY WIRE ANYWHERE 

Bonded Member Florist Delivery Association 
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The Store of 
Splendid 

Gifts 


Those factors of Style and 
Quality that make the Bon 
Marche your favorite source 
of smart apparel and home 
furnishings make it the 
logical place to buy gifts for 
those on your Christmas lists 


^Merchandise of Only 


Santa is hurrying! 
So must you! 

The time is short 
And hours few! — 

Lay away a 
Gift a day. 



IV 


SPLINTERS 


UNION OLD LOWELL 
NATIONAL 
BANK 

61 MERRIMACK ST. — 41 JOHN ST. 

Wamesit Branch 

421 MIDDLESEX ST. 


OFFICERS 


JOHN L. ROBERTSON, Chairman Board of Directors 
JOHN F. SAWYER. President 


J. Munn Andrews 

Vice-President 

Ivan O. Small Vice-President 

Walter W. Cleworth 

Vice-President 


Paul H. Hartford 

Vice-President 

Albert A. Ludwig 

Vice-President & Trust Officer 
Homer W. Bourgeois Cashier 

Howard Cooper Ass’t Cashier 


DIRECTORS 


J. MUNN ANDREWS Lowell, Mass. 
FRANK S. BEAN Merchant 

FREEMAN M. BILL Merchant 

WALTER I. CHASE Manufacturer 
FREDERIC C. CHURCH Insurance 
WALTER W. CLEWORTH 

Vice-President and Cashier 
PETER H. DONOHOE Lowell, Mass. 
JOSEPH A. GAGNON Merchant 

FRANK HANCHETT Lowell, Mass. 
JAMES J. KERWIN Attorney-at-Law 


FREDERICK P. MARBLE 

Attorn ey-at-Law 
GEORGE C. McINTYRE Manufacturer 
H. HUTCHINS PARKER Manufacturer 
HARRY G. POLLARD Merchant 

JOHN L. ROBERTSON Merchant 

WILLIAM L. ROBERTSON Merchant 
JOHN F. SAWYER President 

IVAN 0. SMALL Vice-President 

WILLIAM G. SPENCE, Treasurer 

Courier-Citizen Companies 
C. BROOKS STEVENS Manufacturer 
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Speaking of Laundry 
Service in particular — 


Try our Finished Family Service. 
Everything completely finished — 
ready to use or put away. We 
sew on buttons and dam hosiery. 


Yes, we have Dry Cleansing Services, tool 


For Information and Service to your home 
Call Lowell 5309 

WINCHESTER LAUNDRY DIVISION 

60 PUFFER STREET, LOWELL, MASS. 

* ft 



PORTRAITS 

As smartly modern as the Rogers 
Hall Miss.. .As piquant as her 
personality.. .As individual as her 
gowns ...Yet in the restrained 
good taste she demands! 

Special Prices to Rogers Hall Girls 


Uni eh each 

/^ Vx.y /i'.'i of 'iK'tfn * » //rv 4 » 


647 BOYLSTON ST., BOSTON 


LAWRENCE 


LYNN MANCHESTER, N. H. 
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PRINCE-COTTER CO. 

Designers and Creators of Fine Jewelry 
104 Merrimack St., - Lowell, Mass. 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH 

PRINCE -COTTER’S FINE STORE 


OUR SELECTIONS INCLUDE 


Diamonds 
Watches 
Pearls 
Lamps 
Pottery 
Ushers* Gifts 
Service Plates 
Costume Jewelry 


Platinum Jewelry 
Gold Jewelry 
Glassware 
Serving Trays 
Pewter 

Imported Novelties 
Bridesmaids’ Gifts 
Bridge Prizes 


Sterling Silver 
Silver Plated Ware 
Leather Goods 
Clocks 
Book Ends 
Club Rings 
Prize Trophies 
Smokers’ Sets 


Visit Our Unusual Gift Department 


Appleton National Bank 

174 CENTRAL STREET 


Commercial Banking Safe Deposit Vaults 

Capital $300,000 

Surplus, Profits and Reserves $330,000 
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HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

PLUMBING and HEATING 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


Fashion First 


Cherry & Webb’s are members of the Amos 
Parrish Fashion Clinic and are thus able to render 
a fashion service to the women of Greater Lowell, 
upon which they may depend. 

Fashion at low price is the distinct advantage 
one enjoys as a patron of Lowell’s Fashion Store — 


CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 


IX 


COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

% 


Jackson Street Lowell, Massachusetts 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

AND 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 

(SUBSIDIARY) 
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Orchids 

Valley 

Gardenias 

Violets 

Corsages — Any Combination 

MOLONEY 

for Flowers 

25 PRESCOTT ST. TEL. LOWELL 1181 

Local Member 
Florist Telegraph Delivery 
Guaranteed Flowers-By-Wire Service 
Decorations — Prices on Request 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

UohipU (Eouripr-GIUtfPtt 

AND 

LOWELL EVENING LEADER 

THE LEADING NEWSPAPERS OF MIDDLESEX COUNTY 

UmttrU, HauaarffHartta 
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Our SATURDAY MORNING 
SHOPPERS’ LUNCHEON 

Especially planned for .“Away 
from home” girls — for it takes 
away that homesick [feeling. 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE 

24 MIDDLE ST. Tel. 8313 

Compliments of the 

POST OFFICE 

GARAGE 

91 APPLETON ST. 

CHARLES DANCAUSE, 

Proprietor 

SOCIAL STATIONERY 

SMART CLOTHES for 

Dance Orders — Invitations 

Well Dressed Young Women 

May we tend you a eample? 

At Moderate Prices 

F idlers 

57-61 FRANKLIN STREET. BOSTON 

133-137 MERRIMACK ST., 
LOWELL, MASS. 



For Sixty-Three Years Makers of Fine Candies 


Come in and Enjoy Some of Our 
Many Special Selections to be had 
In our Tea Room 

and 

At our Fountain 

CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 

At the Clock in the Square 
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JAMES WHITTET 

CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER 

19 PLEASANT STREET 


“Your Education Is Not Complete 
9 Till You Know What Gives Good Heat 99 

JEDDO-LEHIGH COAL 

IT HEATS YOUR SCHOOL 

E. A. WILSON CO. 


RUBIFOAM 

For the Teeth 


The most delightful, refreshing, 
agreeable and beneficial 
dentifrice ever placed 
before the public. 

It is Wise to Use Rubifoam 


E. W. HOYT & CO. 
PERFUMERS 

Lowell, - - - Mass. 



V> VV AND 

DELICIOUSLY FLAVORED 
LIQUID DENTIFRICE 

FOR THE 

a TEETH ( 

■'Ao* CONTAINS NO GRIT NO ACID „ l 
, NOR ANYTHING INJURIOUS 

| L. .a, A A, 

‘ DIRECTIONS. 

^ DIP THE BRUSH IN WATER, SPRINKLE ON A FEW E 
* : f DROPS OF'Ru8IFOAMAND APPLY IN THE USUAL MANNER 

“e.w.hoyt^co. I 

1 PERFUMERS . 1 


LOWELL, MASS.f U-S. A. 
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S. S. PIERCE CANDIES 

All over the world there are people who look forward to the 
holiday season when their Bostonian friends send them S. S. Pierce 
confectionery — the candy of prestige and distinction. 

At Christmas, particularly, our candies find their way to even the 
most remote places — Tahiti and Liberia and the Belgian Congo — as 
well as every state in the Union. 

S. S. P. Assorted Chocolates are the favorite selection of many 
customers and they make a perfect gift. In all, we have 409 delicious 
candies from which to select gifts for every taste. 

SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE CIRCULAR 

S. S. PIERCE CO . 

BOSTON 


Compliments of a Friend 
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DEPOT TAXICAB CO. 

THORNDIKE STREET 

Phone 4381 

LOWELL, MASS. 

FREDERICK E. MORRIS, D.M.D. 

TELEPHONE 32 

DENTIST 

Lowest Rates 

Ride with a Responsible Company 

R. w. Markham, manager 

Old City Hall Bldg. 

226 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 

Our success is built on the 
hundreds of satisfied cus- 

L. C. PANTON & SON 

tomers we are serving. We 
just know we can please 
you. 

Just Phone 2414 

Painting Contractors 
Interior Decorators 

BAY STATE 
DYE HOUSE 

40 PRESCOTT ST. ! 

177 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 
LOWELL, MASS. 

TEL. 6915 


Preferred for Reliability 
Since 1888 

DILLON DYE WORKS 

5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 


Phone 453 
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NINETY YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 


F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


VOGUE SHOPPE 

HAIR DRESSING 

Compliments 

of 

MRS. WENDEN 

Harper Graduate 

MACARTNEY’S 


College Shop 

312 Sun Building Tel. Lowell 6769 



MECHANICS SAVINGS BANK 
IN LOWELL, MASS. 


204 MERRIMACK ST. 
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WHERE AMUSEMENT 

IS SUPREME 

Always at the 

R.K.O. 

KEITH’S THEATRE 

Stationers 

Gift Shop 

Toy Shop 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

W. J. HOARE 

CAMERON BROS. 

Sea Food of All Kinds 


in its Season 

Wholesale Confectioners 

Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

and 

Fountain Supplies 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

157 MIDDLESEX ST. 

—OUR FISH MAN— 

LOWELL, MASS. 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS 
MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

71 1 BOYLSTON STREET 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

T. A. WHELAN 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 
24 Prescott Street 


LOWELL’S 

LEADING GROCER 


Cor. Central and Church Sts. 



Kodaks 
Developing 
Printing 
Greeting Cards 

DONALDSON’S 
Camera and Art 
Shop 


On the Sunny Side 
of Merrimack St.” 



ROGERS HALL 

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

On anjelevation facing Fort Hill Park, which commands a view of the Concord 
River Valley and the mountains of New Hampshire 


COLLEGE PREPARATORY 
AND GENERAL COURSES 


GRADUATE COURSE OF TWO YEARS 

Electives in Secretarial Training , 

Music and Art 


Carefully Directed Indoor and Outdoor Athletics 


For Illustrated Catalogue Address 

MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS 
Lowell, Mass. 
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ROGERS HALL SCHOOL 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 
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There is one thing, one great factor which makes life more 
interesting, more vital, and that thing is individualism. The 
world would be a very dull place if everyone did the same 
things, thought the same thoughts, followed the same intel- 
lectual roads. It has been said that “variety is the spice of 
life.” "What is variety but the extreme differences in the lives 
and personalities and ideas of people? Some people have a 
very mistaken idea of individualism. It is not merely the wear- 
ing of oddly smart clothes, the characteristic way in which you do 
your hair. It is some quality within you, some indefinable 
quality which makes you you. It is easy, far too easy, to let 
yourself fall into line with everyone else. In a life of routine, 
in which your day, your thoughts, your activities are so much like 
your neighbor's, it is hard not to drift into a rut. There is a 
spark of that individualism in everybody, however vague and 
shadowy it may be. Bring it to light, let it grow. Be a person 
of your own making and creation, rather than one who blindly 
stumbles with the crowd. 




SONNET 

A summer’s sun hung low o’er a gold-touched sea. 

We raced, the wind and I, to meet the sun. 

Atop a hill, we fought the clouds and won : 

I bade the wind to bring the world to me. 

At my command it left me there to be 
Alone beneath the sky. Mad dreams I spun. 

I saw myself a king, a lordly one, 

I stretched my greedy arms to grasp the sea. 

Night fell about me, heavy, clinging, black. 

Alone in its dark depths, I sought a light 
To find my pseudo-might, my kingdom lost. 

But while I wandered in the dimness, back 
The wind came, calling to my earthly height, 

And found me far too poor to pay Greed’s cost. 

Julia Carty 


PARADISE 


He left me far behind, as he 
Went plowing through the underbrush — 
I could not hasten while I heard 
The mystic sweetness of a thrush. 

He hurried from me to a spot, 

A paradise, beside the brook, 

But there he only paused to give 
That heav’nly place one fleeting look. 

A flaming cardinal, crimson pure, 

The tangled violets in the shade, 

The speckled shadow of a birch, 

A limpid pool of azure blue, 

A memorable picture made. 

A tiny fern of silvery green 
Caressed the warm, gray, living stone — 
And that was all that he had seen. 

And yet to me that picture gave 
A taste of God’s great majesty, 

Infinity of Nature’s life, 

A bit of purest poetry. 


Peggy Freshman 


SMALL TALK 


I wanted to walk alone 
But the ominous low moan 
The steady monotone 
Of voices 
Smothered me. 

People talked of trivial things 
Bishops, and generals, even kings ! 

Never realizing that silence brings 
The calm 
Of certainty. 

Mary Bagshaw 


THERE IS POETRY 

There is poetry in music 
In soft, gentle lyrics — 

There is poetry in dancing, 
Age-old idylls in motion — 

In a baby’s face 

Is delicate, fanciful verse — 

Stubby brown fingers 

Form straightforward quatrains — 

There is creative rhythm 

In everything on earth. 


Mary Bagshaw 
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Jan flung herself abruptly into a deep chair beside the 
hearth and for a moment sat very still. She was tired — not 
only tired but in rather a rebellious humor, to say the least. 
Not that Mrs. Eugene Bruce Daniels, Jr., was a disagreeable 
young woman — quite the contrary. She could be very charm- 
ing on occasion. But the marital sea had been getting a bit 
rough of late, and this afternoon the ship had shown signs of 
sinking. Jan sighed. 

“Jan! Where are you?” At the sound of that voice, Jan 
stiffened, ready for the fra}'. 

“What on earth are you sitting here in the dark for?” 
Jan stirred impatiently in her chair as a man’s tall figure 
loomed behind her. 

‘ ‘ Because I want to ! ” 

“Oh, I see! I noticed you were in a mad rush to rid 
yourself of my company. Am I so distasteful to you ? I realize 
that I am only your husband, but — ” 

‘ ‘ Oh, Bruce, for heaven ’s sake ! Haven ’t we had enough 
of this wrangling? All afternoon — ” 

“And who started it, may I ask? Certainly I didn’t! I 
was perfectly content to have the window down ! But no ! 
You had to — ” 

“I didn’t ask you to put the window up! You were the 
one who wanted it up ! You were afraid your ear would get 
frostbitten! You were — ” 

“Oh, is that right! Of course you aren’t particular at 
all! Oh, no, indeed!” 

“Well, I want to tell you one thing, Mr. Bruce Daniels! 
You’re the most irritable old fussbudget I’ve ever known!” 

“So that’s what you think of me! That’s enlightening, 
I’m sure. Now, let me tell you something, young lady! You’re 
not as nice as you think you are, either. You — you’ve got 
freckles on your nose ! ’ ’ 

* £ Oh, Bruce Daniels — I wish I ’d never married you ! ’ ’ 
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Jan rushed from the room. She was sick — sick to death 
of it all. Married only four months to a supposedly agreeable 
and charming young man and already tired of him — so tired 
of him that she would have liked to scream and stamp about 
and tear her hair ! She sank miserably to the window seat and 
gazed vacantly out at the bare limbed trees. Tears of self pity 
welled to her eyes and made little wet patterns on her cheeks. 

“I just won’t stand him another day,” she whispered to 
herself. ‘ ‘ Bossing me around as if I were — nothing at all ! 
The big — blunderhead ! ’ ’ She pressed her nose close to the win- 
dow pane and wept slow tears of self-commiseration. 

‘ ‘ He ’ll be coming out in a minute to find out why I ’m sit- 
ting here in the dark ! If he does, I ’ll scream ! ’ ’ she thought. 
She listened for a moment. There — he was coming now ! No, 
only a board squeaking in the hall. She sniffed — like a little 
girl without a hankie — then listened intently. What on earth 
was he doing in there? He hadn’t turned on the lights. 

“He’s probably peeking through the keyhole at me. I 
don ’t care — let him peek ! ’ ’ 

The floor squeaked suddenly. Jan sat up. Now he was 
coming. She put on her most miserable and abused expression. 
He’d be very sorry. She waited with bated breath. Silence — 
deep and impenetrable. What was he doing — all alone — in the 
dark ! 

“I hope he’s feeling as bad as I am,” she whispered. She 
pictured him now — repenting his harsh words to her. He was 
probably standing by the mantle, with his head in his hands — 
so tall that the top of his head was even with the edge of the 
mirror. Jan sighed. The picture of Bruce, bowed in repentance, 
was a touching one. Suppose he — suppose he grew desperate ! 
Her heart thumped hard — then stopped. There was a re- 
volver in the desk drawer. What if — the vision of Bruce with 
a revolver pressed to his temple brought her suddenly to her 
feet. The thing had a silencer, too. It could have easily gone 
off without her hearing it. She whimpered a little — like a 
frightened child. 
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“Bruce!” She pushed frantically at the door and ran into 
the room. Bruce was sitting by the fireplace. The fire was 
only a bed of glowing coals now and its dim light cast a faint 
radiance over the figure in the chair. Bruce ’s head had slipped 
to his chest. His eyes were closed in sleep — was it an everlast- 
ing sleep ? Jan was petrified with fear and grief. 

“Bruce! Oh, Bruce, my dear!” She threw herself 
against him, sobbing. 

“Hey! What’s all the racket! Can’t a man sleep in his 
own house? For heaven’s sake, Jan! What’s the matter — ” 

Julia Carty 


PRINKING 

She had left me for a moment 
To smooth her rumpled hair. 

I could see her in my vision 
Like a picture, standing there. 

She was doubtless using powder — 
It would soon come off on me — 

But while she prinked, I could not 
Disturb her privacy. 


Peggy Freshman 


CHANGE 


I was alone 
Until you came. 

I walked in loveliness 
Drenched in the moon’s 
Pale glow. 

I heard 

The laughter of 
The crowds — 

Yet laughed alone 
Until you came. 

You slipped away — 

Again I walk 

In the moon ’s pale glow. 

Alone I hear 
The laughter of 
The crowds 

And laugh alone. Julia Carty 


OLD FLAME 

You charmed me 
With your low-lashed 
Smile. 

You drew me 

With your eyes, so deep — 

And dark. 

You enslaved me 

With your saddened sighs. 

You cut away 

My heart — and laughed, 

And left me 

Here — alone. 


One can’t quite forget 
An old flame. 


Julia Carty 
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KINGDOM OF COLOR 

I have found 
A kingdom of 
Color. 

A cardinal 
With nodding hood 
Of scarlet 

Bends a pale, white hand 
In benediction. 

A high priest 

Robed in shadowy purple 

Lifts his eyes to heaven, 

And whispers low. 

And over all 
A princess, slim and tall, 

Her dress a fallen bit of 
Sky blue, 

Reigns proud. 

Her kingdom is my garden. 

Julia Carty 


ARABELLA 

For once, I thought that I could go away without Arabella. 
Arabella is the dullest of companions. You may say, “But 
what has Arabella done to deserve such cruel treatment? Cer- 
tainly she must be a well-behaved child, and anyone with such 
a sweet old-fashioned name must be a desirable companion.” 

“It is all very well for you to talk,” say I, “but you just 
don’t know Arabella.” 

However, when I first saw her, a sweet thing of only three 
winters, my heart instantly warmed to her, although she was an 
orphan entrusted to my care without any means other than I 
could provide. In spite of this, I loved her. 

What joys the first few months of our life together brought, 
and what tragedies. Well do I remember the day when Ara- 
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bella attacked a tramp, only to return with a broken rib. There 
was no time to be lost. Arabella was immediately rushed to a 
hospital. Although our separation was for only a few days, 
what pangs of heartsickness I felt when I could not see her 
dusky face beaming at me from her accustomed place by the 
chimney corner. What festivities we held to celebrate Ara- 
bella’s return home, completely healed. 

Now, all has changed. I begin to tire of Arabella’s so- 
ciety, and, I blush to say it, I am ashamed of her. Of course, 
anyone can understand how one’s clothes, after four years of 
hard usage, might become somewhat worn, but Arabella has be- 
come so shabby that I am often reluctant to claim her. It is un- 
derstood that I do my best to keep her looking well, but she 
came to me without money, so what can she expect? 

Last week, I went to Boston. Naturally, Arabella tagged 
along. As our train was crowded, we had to share a seat with 
a young man. Shades of Arabella! She clung to me like a 
burr. Try as I would, I could not get rid of her. Imagine my 
embarrassment when I discovered that my new friend left the 
train at my station. He was very polite, saying, “May I help 
you with your bundles? You seem to have more than you can 
manage. And what is this? But then, of course you wouldn’t 
have — ” The ignominy of it! I seized Arabella and fled. 

Whenever I take Arabella to call, she invariably evades me 
when it is time to leave. Consequently, I go without her. Then 
I have to return to ask for Arabella and to apologize for hav- 
ing left her. “ Oh ! ” says my hostess, ‘ ‘ this is yours. I won- 
dered to whom it belonged; I thought it didn’t look just like 
any of ours.” 

Holding Arabella in a firm grasp, I trudge despondently 
home, swearing to throw away my old black cotton umbrella so 
that it may disgrace me no more. 


Nancy Smythe 
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INTRUSION 

I saw 

A fountain, 

With crystal waters 
Gently falling. 

I saw 
A statue of 
A maiden fair, 

Atop the fountain. 

It seemed 

The falling drops of water 
Were the maiden’s tears. 

I drew aside — 

I felt I had disturbed 
Her privacy. 

Barbara W. Trott 


PRAYER 

Soft, cool light 
Palls gently 
In a pool of 
Beauty. 

Radiant face, 

Upturned, 

Drinks in its 
Clean whiteness 
With rapture. 

A praying nun 
Fills her soul 
With God. 


Barbara W. Trott 
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SLOW TRAIN 

Twenty-six miles to Boston — but what a twenty -six! I 
had hoped that half-hour would be a space of quiet, a space 
in which I could collect my thoughts before starting the day’s 
work. How mistaken I am! Hardly do I sit down when this 
coy expression reaches my ears, “Would you mind moving over 
a little so that I might sit beside you ? The car is crowded and 
there’s no other seat.” I can interpret that “no other seat” 
any way I please, but at any rate, I have company. This per- 
son is apt to be a second Buffalo Bill, Orphan Annie, Greta 
Garbo, or an A1 Capone — 

“All aboard!” shouts the conductor, and I’m off with the 
familiar jerk and pull. No sooner started than “All the latest 
magazines — Collier’s, Good Housekeeping , Ballyhoo, Bed Book, 
Literary Digest. Last time through the car,” rings in my ears. 
There’s one advantage in being deaf. 

Soon I find that my neighbor is addicted to peanuts which 
he munches and munches as he reads over the news of the day. 
Is there anything worse to smell than peanuts ? Ah, ha ! One 
thing! Bananas! There’s something for which I can be 
thankful ; no bananas are in sight at present. 

It’s beginning to get a little warm where I’m sitting; I’d 
like to remove my coat, but how can I when my “side-kick” 
is sitting on it? He wouldn’t move if I told him to. 

There’s a familiar sound — a baby crying; the milkman 
must have been late. 

The next annoyance is the persistent desire of my neigh- 
bor to read my newspaper. In as nonchalant a way as possible, 
as he snatches it, he says, “Pardon me, lady, but could I bor- 
row this for a moment ? ’ ’ Then smiling, he adds, * ‘ Think I saw 
an article about one of my pals.” Thereupon he devours the 
column headed “O’Hara Sent to Jail.” 

At this moment my ears are attracted to the farther end of 
the car where I see another poor unfortunate like myself 
about to be entertained with something big — yes — something 
big. The thought hadn’t come to me before that Ringling 
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Brothers’ Circus was to be in town that day. It certainly must 
be, however, for here’s Tessie — Tessie Ton herself. I heave a 
sigh of relief as I see her seated safely ; her companion heaves 
one, too, — but why? Tessie is spreading, yes, spreading, push- 
ing her seat-mate up against the window, hardly enabling him 
to breathe — just a sigh, now and then. 

At last, upon arriving safely at my destination, I began to 
wonder if Bach wrote that famous spiritual, Oh Lord , What a 
Morning, while riding in a day-coach. 

Margaret Clark 


CREATION 

A mass of blasted rock 

Ground and crushed ’twixt giant jaws. 

Sludged in water 

Purified by acid fire — 

Fought over, 

Dreamed over 

Hoarded and squandered — 

Gold. 


Theodate Kimball 
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PATTY 

Patty snuggled close to the warm earth and sighed deeply. 
It was so nice and cozy in the sun, feeling it so hot on your 
back, especially when you were little and with not a care in 
the world. Patty was at that great age of eight, when six 
seems babyish and twenty archaic. Her great desire at this 
crucial period, and her only ambition, was to be as brown as Tad. 
Tad was like an Indian, with fierce, straight young limbs and 
a determined chin. He was old, very old, twenty-two at least. 
The grass tickled the tip of her nose and she sneezed abruptly. 
The sun was moving and she wriggled along in the grass until 
she felt its warmth stealing over her once again. Life was so nice 
and Tad was so nice and the sun was so nice. She was drowsy. 

The next thing she knew she heard voices on the porch — 
her mother’s and father’s. The sun was quite gone and she 
felt chilled and a little dampish. She’d better go in now. It 
was almost her supper time — her nice steaming bowl of cereal 
would be waiting for her. Then suddenly she forgot supper 
and stopped thinking about the chill and no sun. She heard 
her mother’s voice. 

“But don’t you see? I can’t do it. If I were by myself 
it would be different. But there’s Patty to think of! We both 
agree that we would be much happier apart, but what about 
Patty ? She ’s only eight, Tom ! Just a little thing ! Let ’& wait 
a little longer. Perhaps after a little while we’ll feel differ- 
ently. ’ ’ 

“Of course, you’re right, Marge. You’re too good to me. 
That’s what makes me feel like such a damned cad! Yes, we’ll 
wait — it’ll be the best thing to do.” 

Patty sat up straight. Her mother and daddy were unhappy 
— terribly unhappy. She knew that from the funny little crack 
in her mother’s voice. And daddy, too. His voice had been 
so deep and empty sounding. They wanted to go away — from 
each other and from her. From her ! Her lower lip quivered a 
little — she was only eight. But she loved them awfully. She 
crept up the lawn and hopped two steps at a time to the sun 
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porch. Mother and daddy had gone in the house. She walked 
up to the desk and stood there for a minute. If there were 
someone she could go to live with, daddy and mother could do 
as they wanted to. Aunt Molly ! Of course ! She drew a slip 
of paper towards her and climbed to the chair. The pencil 
was long and unwieldy for her eight year old fingers. She nib- 
bled the end of it and thought hard. She was still sleepy and 
it was hard to think when you wanted terribly to slip right 
away into a nice dream. She pinched her arm to keep awake. 
Then she began it. 

“derest mother and daddy, 

“I know that you want to go away and leave me so I’m 
going to go to aunt molly’s house — ” She stopped. Her eye- 
lids drooped — what else should she say — what else — 

Mother came in the sun room. It was late — most time for 
Patty’s supper and she was looking for Patty. There she was, 
sound asleep, the darling ! She tiptoed over and kissed the 
rosy neck and then she saw r it — the note — saw it and began to 
cry softly. Just then Patty’s father came in the sun room. 
Mother pointed silently to the little letter. Father read it 
slowly and was very still for a moment — very still, indeed. 
Then he looked at Mother — looked and took her in his arms. 

Julia Carty 


THE SPARROW 

A sparrow stood on the snow covered sill, 

All wet, and cold, and stiff with chill, 

His feet were frozen, but his eye was keen 

As he peered, through the pane, on the wallpaper scene ; 

For there was a rose, as if fresh from dawn, 

And he found at last where the summer had gone. 

Mary Dyer 
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A TRAGEDY IN MUSIC 

There they sat, the fourth row from the front, as near as 
they could possibly be. Mrs. Bumough was gray, but she was 
young to be gray. Still she had a look of years in her eyes, 
covered by silver-rimmed glasses. Beside her sat Helen, Helen 
with her interest in and love of music. But she did not sit 
there with a tragic expression in her eyes, that expression that 
implies that you really do not know music. Instead, she was 
happily enjoying herself, watching, with little whispering re- 
marks to her mother, her father up there, directing the con- 
cert. 

They were both so proud of him. Had they not all just come 
to America three years ago last month, and had not their 
husband and father been given this position of orchestral lead- 
er, and, finally, were they not all thoroughly Americanized ? It 
didn’t take Austrians long. 

Mr. Burnough stood with his back to the audience. He 
had a good physique. His dark gray head nodded vigorously 
this way and that. His right hand strongly grasped the 
baton. The music was light for it was swelled by him only. 
Once or twice, although he disliked to, he frowned severely 
at those playing nearest to him. 

It was time for the next group of selections. The director 
came out, walking to his place on the platform. His face, now 
that the audience viewed it, was one that men might like or 
might dislike at a glance. But the women knew that he loved 
a home, his home, and this assertion was proved, when, at the 
last instant his eye turned to where his wife and Helen was 
sitting. Light came into his eyes and his face was happy again. 
Then his back turned. Someone remarked on his walk, how 
grandly he held himself. It would be sad indeed when he could 
no longer stride out there ; people would miss him. 

In the late twilight of the following afternoon, an extra 
came out — one of those loud, disrespectful things which allow no 
one privacy. It told the story of a man deeply in love with his 
home, his wife and his daughter, and deeply in love with his 
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music. But also it said lie was attracted as though by a magnet 
with a strange and deep love of the sea. It told with the same 
age-old minute details how his body had been washed ashore. 
In his pocket was found this note. 1 1 1 have loved you all ; you 
were my life. I have loved the sea ; it is my death. ’ ’ He had 
known. 

There was no symphony the next afternoon. 

Virginia Cochrane 


PASSING 

Bare white walls 
Looked down upon 
A dying man. 

In silent prayer, 

A woman 

Was kneeling at his side. 
The only sound 
A priest’s low voice — 
Then all was still — 

A soul had slipped away. 


Carol Proctor 
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BUSINESS MAN 

Bob crawled sleepily out of bed. One day of freedom 
before Jane would be back and everything would be as it always 
had been — at least as it had been for the last seven years. Jane 
would bring up his coffee to him in the morning, as he was 
shaving, and would sit there on the edge of the tub and tell him 
all about the bridge the day before — about Mrs. Thompson’s 
new blue dress, about the terrible cards she had held the sec- 
ond hand at Table 1, about the Gregorys’ proposed trip to the 
Bahamas. 

It was all very boring, very uninteresting to a man whose 
mind was full of other much more important things. It was 
worse than boring; it was disastrous. 

He should be relaxing, getting ready for the hard day’s 
work ahead of him. The queer thing was that he had been able 
to bear up under it so long. It was just such a thing that 
would bring about a nervous break-down. Oh, well! He’d 
start this day right anyway. No chattering female hanging 
around him this morning. Jane had left the day before to 
visit her sister in the city. 

Bob slapped his face with the shaving-brush. But, where 
was his coffee ? What was eating that maid ? Didn ’t she know 
that a business man had to have his coffee in the morning? 
Hang it all! This wasn’t starting the day right. If Jane had 
been here, he would have had his coffee. It was just that these 
new-fangled maids were so irresponsible. 

Bob rummaged in the drawer for a clean collar. Where un- 
der the sun ! Well, it was perfectly useless to hunt any longer. 
He’d have to wear the one he wore yesterday. Jane always had 
a clean collar and a starched shirt lying ready for him. Why 
wasn’t she here, anyway? A woman’s place was in the home. 
He’d have a fine time at the office today, he could see that. 
How could he concentrate with a dirty collar? 

The telephone rang — irritatingly loud and long, thought 
Bob. Perhaps it was just his nerves. 
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“Hello! Bob? This is Jane. Just thought I’d call up to 
see how you were getting along without your devoted wife. 
Miss me? You do? You couldn’t 'find a fresh collar? She 
didn’t bring up your coffee? That’s a shame! Now, let me 
tell you something. You remember that lovely Mrs. Pracy? 
Well, she’s gone to Reno to get a divorce, and, oh Bob, you 
know, we played bridge last night and I had the most awful 
hand! No more now, dear. I’m coming home early and I’ll 
tell you all about it, when I get there ! ’ ’ 

Harriet Qua 

SUMMER MORN 

The expressionless sands, waiting in the dull monotony of 
early morning, caught the first roseate glow which transformed 
them from a death mask to a living organism, pulsing at first 
with a mild sparkle which gradually changed with the ascend- 
ing sun to a blinding scintillation of light. 

The water rested in the protecting warmth of the kindly 
sun, the celestial blue of the high vaulted heavens mirrored in 
their undisturbed depths. As the sands gained in brilliance, 
the waves ensnared an everchanging and deepening golden 
thread in their effervescent crests. As far as the eye could see, 
a majestic expanse of blue, gilded with sparklers of foam. On 
its softly quivering surface, a float broke the tranquil luster of 
the scene, a dark break in a balanced panorama of brilliance. 

On the edge of the float, the figure of a girl was poised, as if 
loath to shatter the unbroken sea below. Her blue suit blended 
harmoniously into the background of meeting sea and sky; her 
red gold hair trapped the unalloyed sunlight. 

At last she stirred from her abstraction, and lifted reluctant 
arms above her radiant head. A moment longer she paused; 
then her shapely figure described a slender arc through the lucid 
atmosphere, and cut the shimmering waters with a slight splash. 
The iridescent shreds of froth formed a delicate scarf for her 
agile body. The tranquil waters were disturbed; at last the 
scene was broken. 


Carol Nottage 
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MOUETTE 

Martin gazed out over the water, following with his eyes 
a white speck on the bay, which bobbed up and down with the 
waves, and dipped from side to side with the breeze. 

* ‘ Sailboats, ’ ’ he remarked, ‘ ‘ are marvelous — you can move 
unchallenged over the sea, or you can battle for your life ; it ’s 
all in accordance with Nature’s whim.” 

The dog at his feet looked up adoringly and wagged his 
tail as if in agreement. 

“I'm glad as the dickens, old chap,” he went on, “that 
you think I know a thing or two. Most people don’t.” 

Glancing back in the direction of the white speck, he gave 
a sudden start. Where — ? But there it was again, and Martin 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

The dog at his feet again thumped his tail hard on the 
ground, and Martin stooped down to fondle him, still keeping 
his eyes on the sea. 

**** **** 

The wind blew her hair into her eyes, so that she could 
scarcely see her course, much less keep her seat on the up-side 
of the precariously tipped boat. But it was glorious, sailing, 
and how she loved it ! Martin was a fool, trying to tell her she 
couldn't manage her own boat. Why, she knew all its little 
tricks! She tossed her cropped head, trying to keep those 
stubborn brown ringlets out of the way. The sun beat down, 
and the breeze blew the salt spray into her mouth, leaving a 
bitter-sweet taste. Life, and the sea — how alike ! 

Suddenly she noted how far out she was, and glancing at 
the sun, saw it was high noon. She’d have to make apologies 
again — this would be the third time she’d been late to lunch, 
and when one has visitors, one just isn’t late! 

Under her breath she commanded, “Hard a-lee!” and 
swung her boat about on the homeward tack. She would have 
to tack twice more, she mused, for the wind was blowing the 
wrong way — it ’d be nearly an hour before she could get in to 
shore. Oh well! Martin would say, “I told you so,” and she 
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would have to take it. She wished that he and his mother would 
leave. But then, she did like him, even though he wouldn’t 
sail with her. 

• «*•••*• 

“Oh dear, Tina is going to be late again — quite late, for 
look at that sky. And the water looks positively black, and 
so angry!” 

“She’ll be all right, Mrs. Andrews. She can take care of 
herself.” 

But Martin was not so sure, though he looked composed 
enough. He walked casually out of the door, then broke into a 
run for the shore. He could see the white sail and the little 
dark spot that w r as Tina, coming towards home. Martin never 
prayed, but he found himself doing something quite akin to 
it then. 

The storm broke. The little boat scudded before it like a 
leaf in March winds, and Martin felt a sinking feeling in his 
heart. 

#*##*### 

Tina was having a hard time keeping the “Mouette” on a 
straight course. The rain had drenched her to the skin, but 
her hair still hung in rebellious curls. She could see a figure 
now on the shore. Martin, sure enough. How sweet of him 
to worry! But she’d be all — 

An extra spurt of wind, and the tiller was jerked out of 
her hand. The next minute she found herself swallowing big 
mouthfuls of salt water, and fighting for air. 

Martin dashed into the water, and soon long, easy strokes 
had brought him to her. She was clinging to the side of the 
boat, and grinned at him as he drew near. Suddenly she felt 
new strength in watching him — . 

As he carried her from the water, the rain beating down on 
them both, he suddenly held her close. 

“I told you so,” said Martin. 


Barbara "W. Trott 
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MOODS 

Living green, the sea stretched out before me — a vast depth 
of beauty — beauty unknown, unguessed — a strange wild person- 
ality. Above, I stood, a speck against the sky, and watched this 
creature before me — watched its swirlings and mad turbulence 
until I felt myself a part of its wildness. I longed to hurl my- 
self into its cold depths, to slip beneath its blue, to lose touch 
with all worldly things — to become a creature of the imagin- 
ation. 

Standing there, alone, the sunset sky a flaming roof above 
me, this beckoning sea below me, my littleness surged over me 
like night over day. My foolish bustlings to and fro were like 
those of the ant — soon to be wiped away — forgotten. I was such 
a silly thing — beside this great child of Nature — such a futile 
being. I would live — and die — and be forgotten — while this 
power swirled on. Anger rose within me — a great fury at this 
sea that made me feel so small — so useless. I seized a rock, and 
hurled it far out into the air — the leaping waves caught it — 
and swallowed it ! I was powerless, a toy of Nature. Crushed, 
defeated, I sank to the ground. I heard the thunder of the 
breaking waves — the rhythmic roar of the surf. The uncon- 
querable victor! 

*##### 

The air was calm about me. The gentle lap of the water 
against the rocks roused me from my inertia. Far out, a 
streak of scarlet cut the horizon — the sun had sunk — drowned 
in the depth of the coming dusk. Poignant beauty hung 
upon the air. I looked down at the sea — it lay calm. Shadows 
of the early evening stole across the water. The waves sighed. 
A great peace crept over me. My foolish anger died with the 
setting sun. I was at peace with the world, with Nature, with 
myself. 


Julia Carty 
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STUDENT OFFICERS 

Council — Winter Term 

President 

Amy Culver 

Secretary-Treasurer 

Mila Lewis 

Councillors 


Peggy Freshman 
Mila Lewis 
Harriet Qua 
Anne Whitney Rose 


Amy Culver 
Dorothy Devoe 
Sally Dupe 
Dorothy Drewson 


Priscilla Spalding 

President of Cae Club 

Harriet Qua 

President of Kava Club 

Anne Whitney Rose 

President of the Senior Class 

Muriel Elzea 

Vice President 

Julia Carty 

Secretary and Treasurer 

Priscilla Spalding 
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YOUTH 

A tiny liat slightly 
Cocked over one eye — 

A swirl of silken skirts — 

A tiny foot, delicately pointed — 

A subtle fragrance — 

Youth passes by. 

Nancy Smythe 




INTERVALE 

On Friday, February' fifth, fourteen wildly excited girls 
rushed madly around Rogers Hall, each endeavoring to get 
every necessity into a single suitcase. Of course, no one did, 
but that is only a minor detail. That Friday our dream was 
realized. We were bound for Intervale and the White Moun- 
tains. 

After much hustle and confusion, we boarded the train at 
Lawrence, and, to prove our good spirits, we immediately be- 
gan dancing to Mule’s “vie.” You really should try dancing 
on a train sometime ! 

Ah ! Intervale at last ! And see that huge sleigh ! Do you 
s’pose it’s for us? It must be, because Mrs. Bassett is getting 
on it. Fun! I’ve never been on a sleigh before. We’re going 
sleighing to-night, too. 

The afternoon was spent in making ski-tracks and in 
sleighing. Yes, we found that skiing was a sport only for 
those who could balance themselves well. In fact, most of us 
were eligible for the beginners’ group. 
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After dinner, when we had returned from the sleigh ride, 
we were invited to show our proficiency in the queer sport 
known as “panning.” The toboggan slide was better than ever. 
The bumps were placed in such a manner that the last man 
always was cheated of half the ride. 

Saturday morning was spent in trailing. This means rid- 
ing on about six toboggans (behind horses.) Trailing was one 
of the high spots of the whole week-end. It is lots of fun, espe- 
cially when those on the end are thrown into a brook. 

What could be more exciting than a bacon bat at Wyehut — 
especially when the supply of bacon is reinforced by sand- 
wiches, coffee, pickles, and doughnuts? Ask Whitty and Amy. 
They will tell you that the flap- jack party was much more fun. 
Oh those flap-jacks, drenched in true New Hampshire maple 
syrup ! 

Upon returning to the Bellevue, we proved ourselves adept 
in the gentle art of not being able to stand up on skates. That 
night, bed did seem good, even though we had to sleep under 
our entire wardrobes. 

Sunday morning was just a repetition of the previous day, 
punctuated with aches and pains. However, everyone was 
anxious to have a last toboggan ride, a last skate around the 
rink, and a last ski. No one was inactive. 

With what reluctance we left Intervale that afternoon for 
Lowell and the drudgery of school work. How dark and 
gloomy the future looked ! But then, there is still one thing to 
look forward to — Intervale next year ! 


M. H. B. 
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BASKETBALL GAME 


March fifth was the great day of the Cae-Kava basketball 
game. Excited Kavas, in blue blazers, and anxious Caes, in 
white blazers, hurried to and fro, in breathless suspense. At 
noon, the two clubs, at either end of the dining room, assembled 
to cheer and sing their respective songs. 

The referee blew her whistle at two-thirty. The game 
was on! Cae scored first. A basket for Kava soon followed. 
Kava continued to score, and at the end of the first half, the 
count stood ten to twenty. During the second half, Cae made 
five more baskets, and Kava eight, making the final score thirty- 
five to twenty in favor of Kava. 

After the game, a tea was served for the guests, alumnae, 
and team. 

The banquet that night was a great success. Songs were 
sung to every member of each team, and each player found a 
tiny corsage at her place. The decorations were especially 
attractive. In the center of the long table, a miniature basket- 
ball game was in session. Small paper figures in Cae red and 
Kava blue stood tensely watching the referee, who was in the 
act of tossing the ball into the air. 

The cup was presented to the Kava president by the presi- 
dent of Cae, and both Mrs. McGay and Miss Breeden made 
appropriate speeches. The school then stood, and, to the fa- 
miliar strains of “Oh Rogers Hall,” the day was brought to a 
close. 


CAE 

Spalding (Capt.) 
Clark, M. 


Forward 

Forward 

Guard 

Guard 

Jump Center 
Side Center 
Subs 


Lewis (Capt.) 

Rose 

Bagshaw 

Grannis, J. 

Buckland 

Trott 

1. Barnard 

2. Sargent 

3. Joseph 


KAYA 


Culver 

Qua 

DeYoe 

Foster 

1. Proctor 

2. Pratt F. 

3. Drewson 



On February twelfth, the senior Dramatics Class presented 
a charming one-act play, Hearts to Mend. The play was one of 
the ever popular Pierrot and Pierrette stories. It was delight- 
fully played and tremendously pleasing to the audience. The 
east was as follows : 


Pierrette Anne Whitney Rose 

Pierrot Mila Lewis 

Tin Mender Ethel Shenton 


On February nineteenth, the Senior Dramatics class pre- 
sented another one act play, Fleurette and Company. The 
theme dealt with the affairs of a rather sophisticated and 
modern young married woman, Mrs. Paynter, who finds herself 
helpless in the hands of a most fascinating female blackmailer, 
Madame DuFour. The cast is as follows : 

Mrs. Paynter .... 

Madame DuFour 

J. E. C. 


.. Julia Carty 
Barbara Trott 
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On the same evening the Junior Dramatics Club presented 
a one act play, Forty Miles An Hour. The play was excellently 
acted and proved extremely entertaining. Jane Whipple and 
Muriel Elzea were exceptionally good in their portrayals. 


Cast 


Mr. Radley .... 
Mrs. Radley 
Peggy Radley 

Judge 

Grandmother 
Parker Doane 


.... E mylou Joseph 

Muriel Elzea 

Dorothy Drewson 

Jane Whipple 

Anne Zimmerman 

Sally Foster 

J. E. 


C. 






THE HART HOUSE STRING QUARTET 
On the evening of January twelfth we again had the pleas- 
ure of attending one of the Community Concerts, given in the 
High School auditorium. The artists were the Hart House 
String Quartet from Canada. All of their instruments were 
beautifully toned, and their interpretations of the music seemed 
truly sympathetic with the author’s intent. They had several 
encores. 

PROGRAM 


I 

Quartet in D Major, Opus 76, No. 3 Haydn 

II 

An Irish Melody Frank Bridge 

Fairest Jenny Gerrard Williams 

The Sheep Under the Snow Gerrard Williams 

Widdicombe Fair Julius Harrison 

III 

Quartet in G Major Arnold Bax 

B. W. T. 
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CHICAGO OPERA COMPANY 
Every year the Chicago Civic Opera Company comes to 
Boston. This season brought several new artists and beautiful 
productions. The operas Carmen, Aida and Madame Butterfly, 
were attended by three different groups. 

Carmen was one of those delightful operas of well-carried- 
out scenes, and with a fascinating story. Conchita Supervia, 
who was making her debut, made quite an impression. As 
usual, the singing of John Charles Thomas was given great 
applause. In the last act, the dancing added a final touch of 
perfection. 

Madame Butterfly is a very well-known and well-liked opera. 
Rosetta Pampanini made her debut as Madame Butterfly. She 
received much applause, and will, no doubt, continue to be a 
favorite. The stage settings were very elaborate, and added 
much to the beauty of the opera. All the voices were very good, 
and the opera as a whole most pleasing. 

Aida is one of Verdi’s best operas, and was beautifully pre- 
sented. The scenery and costuming were of especial note, for 
they brought great applause. Claudia Muzio as Aida received 
an ovation; the tonal qualities of her voice were exquisite, and 
her interpretation of Verdi, excellent. 


MR. HELLER and MR, NICCOLI 

A concert by Mr. Heller and Mr. Niccoli is always a great 
pleasure to us. On Sunday night, January the thirty-first, they 
played for us, and with them, as an added attraction, was 
Master Harrison Rainie, one of the choir boys of Saint Anne’s 
church. The entire program was excellent; Master Rainie has a 
clear, sweet voice, and we all enjoyed hearing him. 


PROGRAM 

First Movement of the Concerto in E Minor Mendelssohn 

Mr. Niccoli 

Aufschwung Schumann 

Etude Chopin 

Mr. Heller 
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The Shepherd’s Song Maunder 

An Old Polish Folk Song 

Harrison Rainie 


Caprice Yiennois Kreisler 

Waltz Kreisler 


Mr. Niccoli 


Lotus Land Cyril Scott 

An Old Vienna Waltz Ziehrer 

Mr. Heller 

Open The Gates of the Temple Jewel 

•Jesus Thou Dear Babe Divine Haiti Carol 


Harrison Rainie 


Ave Maria 


Schubert ; arranged by Wilhelm j 

Mr. Niccoli 


EXCHANGES 

Splinters acknowledges with thanks the following exchanges : 

The Winsor Lamp — The Winsor School, Boston, Massachusetts. 
The Maze — The May School, Boston, Massachusetts. 

The Milestone — The Baldwin School, Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 
The Triangle — The Emma Willard School, Troy, New York. 
The Hammer — Briareliff Manor, Briarcliff, New York. 

The Tatter ■ — Miss Madeira’s School, Washington, D. C. 
Brimmerite — The Brimmer School, Boston, Massachusetts. 

The Pinkerton Critic — Pinkerton Academy, Derry Village, N. H. 
The Courant — Abbott Academy, Andover, Mass. 

The Quill — Bradford Academy, Bradford, Mass. 



CALENDAR OF EVENTS 

January 7 — School Reopens for winter term. 

January 10 — Mrs. Me Gay entertains the Hall for supper. 
January 12 — Community Concert — Hart House Quartette. 
January 15 — Kava Supper. 

January 17 — Mr. Reis speaks at Vespers. 

January 21 — Cornelia Otis Skinner. 

January 22 — Cae Supper. 

January 23 — Art trip to Boston with Miss Clark. 

January 24 — Mrs. McGay entertains the House for supper. 
January 30 — Andover Return Dance. 

January 31 — Concert by Mr. Heller and Sir. Niccoli 
February 2 — Carmen — Chicago Opera Company. 

February 3 — Madame Butterfly — Chicago Opera Company. 
February 4 — Aida — Chicago Opera Company. 

February 5-7 — Trip to Intervale. 

February 12 — Senior Dramatics Class presents Pierrot and 

Pierrette. 
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February 17 — Community Concert — Richard Crooks. 

February 19 — Junior Dramatics Class presents Forty Miles An 
Hour. Senior Dramatics Class presents Fleurette and 

Company. 

February 23 — Boston Symphony Concert. 

February 24 — College Club concert by Mr. Heller and Mr. 
Niccoli. 

March 5 — Kava-Cae Basketball Game. 

March 16 — L ’Argentina. 

March 23 — Senior Dramatics Class presents Noble Lord and 
Toast That We Can Drink. Junior Dramatics Class 
presents Land of Hearts Desire. 



ALCICDNAE 

Miss Parsons is spending the winter term away from school, 
but her trip via New Orleans, Texas and Arizona to California 
has brought her in touch with many of the old girls who cannot 
come back to school because of the distance. In Toussaint, 
Arizona, she visited Mrs. Isabelle Williams Barney, who was the 
head of the Lunch Department in the early years of the school, 
later becoming a Professor in Smith College. Miss Parsons 
promises us a full account of her trip. 

In February, Dean Katherine McGay represented Miss Par- 
sons at the meeting in Washington of the Private Schools Asso- 
ciation. She was the guest of our Alumnae and Trustee, Con- 
gresswoman Edith Nourse Rogers, ’99, for luncheon, at the Cap- 
itol. On her return from Washington, she met a group of the 
Philadelphia Alumnae at a tea arranged by Carlotta Heath 
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Moore, ’ll, and answered the many questions put to her by those 
present. 

January twenty-second, Marion Grant was married in Ber- 
keley, California, to Dr. John Robertson Henry. They are at 
home at 1360 Eighth Avenue, San Francisco. 

February first, Gladys Kay, ’24, was married in St. Anne’s 
Chapel, Lowell, to Mr. Roland H. Worth. They are at home in 
Shawsheen, Mass. 

February fifteenth, a son, Robert Parks, 3rd, was born to 
Mr. and Mrs. Robert P. Hazzard, Jr. (Margaret Wyman, ’30) 

Amelia Jordan and her mother have opened their home in 
New Bedford as The Hostess House, A Home away from Home. 
It is located at 439 County Street, New Bedford, Massachusetts, 
accessible to stores and travel routes. Besides overnight rooms 
and serving meals, there are general and private rest rooms, and 
the hostesses will arrange for special parties at the house. 

February 15th, a daughter, Joan, was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Charles Prichard (Carol Martin, ’25) in Marblehead, Massachu- 
setts. 

In March, a son, George William, 3rd, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. George W. St. Amant, Jr. (Mary Elizabeth Tilton, ’27) in 
Newton, Massachusetts. 

The All Souls Theatre Guild of Lowell gave Barrie’s “Dear 
Brutus” for the second play of the season. Helen Weld ’21, 
played the difficult part of Margaret, the Artist ’s Dream Daugh- 
ter. Elizabeth Spalding, ’22 and Dorothy Mignault, ’27, played 
the parts of two of the guests of Lob. 

Mollie Goodwin, ’29, writes enthusiastically of her Junior 
Year in France at the Sorbonne. The work is very exacting as it 
is conducted wholly in French and all written work is required 
to be of a high literary standard. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell's 

Biggest 


Busiest and 
Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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FLOWERS 

Artistically Arranged 



OUR SERVICES ARE ALWAYS AVAILABLE 
FOR PROVIDING AND ARRANGING THE 
CHOICEST OF FLOWERS AND PLANTS FOR 
ANY OCCASION 


FLOWERS BY WIRE ANYWHERE 

Bonded Member Florist Delivery Association 
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The Gaiety of Spring 


1VTEW life . . . new pep . . . 

^ bright colors . . . the verve 
to keep going . . . and smart 
places to go . . . each demand- 
ing the right fashion . . . you 
demanding the right price. 
Which makes it logical that 
you shop here where you are 
sure of getting both impulses 
satisfied. 


HHBouJHarcM, 

APPAREL SHOPS — 2nd FLOOR 


Merchandise of MERIT only 
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UNION OLD LOWELL 
NATIONAL 
BANK 

61 MERRIMACK ST.— 41 JOHN ST. 


Wamesit Branch 

421 MIDDLESEX ST. 


OFFICERS 


JOHN L. ROBERTSON, Chairman Board of Directors 
JOHN F. SAWYER. President 


J. Mtjnn Andrews 

Vice-President 

Ivan O. Small Vice-President 

Walter W. Cleworth 

Vice-President 


Paul H. Hartford 

Vice-President 

Albert A. Ludwig 

Vice-President & Trust Officer 
Homer W. Bourgeois Cashier 
Howard Cooper Ass't Cashier 


DIRECTORS 


J. MUNN ANDREWS Lowell, Mass. 
FRANK S. BEAN Merchant 

FREEMAN M BILL Merchant 

WALTER I. CHASE Manufacturer 

FREDERIC C. CHURCH Insurance 
WALTER W. CLEWORTH 

Vice-President and Cashier 


PETER H. DONOHOE Lowell, Mass. 
JOSEPH A. GAGNON Merchant 

FRANK HANCHETT Lowell, Mass. 
JAMES J. K ERWIN Attorney-at-Law 


FREDERICK P. MARBLE 

Attomey-at-Law 

GEORGE C. McINTYRE Manufacturer 
H. HUTCHINS PARKER Manufacturer 
HARRY G. POLLARD Merchant 

JOHN L. ROBERTSON Merchant 

WILLIAM L. ROBERTSON Merchant 
JOHN F. SAWYER President 

IVAN 0. SMALL Vice-President 

WTLLIAM G. SPENCE, Treasurer 

Courier-Citizen Companies 
C. BROOKS STEVENS Manufacturer 
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Speaking of Laundry 
Service in particular — 

Try our Finished Family Service. 
Everything completely finished — 
ready to use or put away. We 
sew on buttons and dam hosiery. 

Yes, We have Dry Cleansing Services, too! 

For Information ancFService to your home 
Call Lowell 5309 

Winchester Laundry Division 

60 PUFFER STREET, LOWELL, MASS. 
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PORTRAITS 

As smartly modern as the Rogers 
Flail Miss. ..As piquant as her 
personality. ..As individual as her 
gowns. ..Yet in the restrained 
good taste she demands! 

Special Prices to Rogers Hall Girls 



647 BOYLSTON ST., BOSTON 


LAWRENCE 


LYNN MANCHESTER, N. H. 
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PRINCE-COTTER CO. 

Designers and Creators of Fine Jewelry 
104 Merrimack St., - Lowell, Mass. 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH 

PRINCE -COTTER’S FINE STORE 


OUR SELECTIONS INCLUDE: 


Diamonds 
Watches 
Pearls 
Lamps 
Pottery 
Ushers’ Gifts 
Service Plates 
Costume Jewelry 


Platinum Jewelry 
Gold Jewelry 
Glassware 
Serving Trays 
Pewter 

Imported Novelties 
Bridesmaids’ Gifts 
Bridge Prizes 


Sterling Silver 
Silver Plated Ware 
Leather Goods 
Clocks 
Book Ends 
Club Rings 
Prize Trophies 
Smokers’ Sets 


Visit Our Unusual Gift Department 


Appleton National Bank 

174 CENTRAL STREET 


Commercial Banking Safe Deposit Vaults 

Capital $300,000 

Surplus, Profits and Reserves $330,000 
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HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

PLUMBING and HEATING 


Vlll 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


Fashion First 


Cherry & Webb’s are members of the Amos 
Parrish Fashion Clinic and are thus able to render 
a fashion service to the women of Greater Lowell, 
upon which they may depend. 

Fashion at low price is the distinct advantage 
one enjoys as a patron of Lowell’s Fashion Store — 


CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


Lowell, Mass. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

AND 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 


(SUBSIDIARY) 
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Orchids 

Valley 

Gardenias 

Violets 

Corsages — Any Combination 

MOLONEY 

for Flowers 

25 PRESCOTT ST. TEL. LOWELL 1181 

Local Member 
Florist Telegraph Delivery 
Guaranteed Flowers-By-Wire Service 
Decorations — Prices on Request 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

Soaiell 

AND 

LOWELL EVENING LEADER 

THE LEADING NEWSPAPERS OF MIDDLESEX COUNTY 

IComrU, iHaBaadittartta 
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Our SATURDAY MORNING 
SHOPPERS’ LUNCHEON 

Especially planned for “Away 
from home” girls — for it takes 
away that homesick feeling. 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE 

24 MIDDLE ST. Tel. 8313 

Compliments of the 

POST OFFICE 

GARAGE 

91 APPLETON ST. 

CHARLES DANCAUSE, 

Proprietor 

SOCIAL STATIONERY 

SMART CLOTHES for 

Dance Orders — Invitations 

Well Dressed Young Women 

May we Mend you a wample ? 

At Moderate Prices 


F idlers 

f / \5TA T / ON v 

57-61 FRANKLIN STREET, BOSTON 

133-137 MERRIMACK ST„ 
LOWELL, MASS. 



For Sixty-Three Years Makers of Fine Candies 


Come in and Enjoy Some of Our 
Many Special Selections to be had 
In our Tea Room 

and 

At our Fountain 

CANDY ■ FANCY DRINKS ■ BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - ■ SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 

At the Clock in the Square 
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JAMES WHITTET 

CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER 

19 PLEASANT STREET 


“ Your Education Is Not Complete 
9 Till You Know What Gives Good Heat 99 

JEDDO-LEHIGH COAL 

IT HEATS YOUR SCHOOL 

E. A. WILSON CO. 


RUBIFOAM 

For the Teeth 

The most delightful, refreshing, 
agreeable and beneficial 
dentifrice ever placed 
before the public. 


It is Wise to Use Rubifoam 

E. W. HOYT & CO. 

PERFUMERS 

Lowell, ... Mass. 
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The House of Delicacies 

At S. S. Pierce’s in Boston there is assembled one of the world’s 
finest selections of delicacies, comprising native New England and 
other domestic good things, as well as exotic tidbits from all over 
the world. 

These are listed in the S. S. Pierce catalog — “The Epicure” — 
a copy of which will be sent gladly on request. Prices are surprisingly 
and pleasantly low. 

A long-established mail order department fills orders from cus- 
tomers in every section of the globe. 

S. S. PIERCE CO . 

BOSTON 


Compliments of a Friend 
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DEPOT TAXICAB CO. 

THORNDIKE STREET 

Phone 4381 

LOWELL., MASS. 

FREDERICK E. MORRIS, D.M.D. 

TELEPHONE 32 

DENTIST 

Lowest Rates 

Ride with a Responsible Company 

R. W. MARKHAM. MANAGER 

Old City Hall Bldg. 

226 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 

Our success is built on the 
hundreds of satisfied cus- 

L. C. PANTON & SON 

tomers we are serving. We 
just know we can please 
you. 

Just Phone 2414 

Painting Contractors 
Interior Decorators 

BAY STATE 
DYE HOUSE 

40 PRESCOTT ST. 

177 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 
LOWELL, MASS. 

TEL. 6915 


Preferred for Reliability 
Since 1888 

DILLON DYE WORKS 

5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 


Phone 453 


SPLINTERS 


xv 


NINETY YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 


F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 1 9 John St. 


VOGUE SHOPPE 

HAIR DRESSING 

Compliments 

of 

MRS. WENDEN 

Harper Graduate 

MACARTNEY’S 


College Shop 

312 Sun Building Tel. Lowell 6769 



MECHANICS SAVINGS BANK 
IN LOWELL, MASS. 


204 MERRIMACK ST. 
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WHERE AMUSEMENT 

Stationers 

IS SUPREME 

Gift Shop 

Always at the 

Toy Shop 

R.K.O. 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 

KEITH’S THEATRE 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 


W. J. HOARE 

CAMERON BROS. 

Sea Food of All Kinds 


in its Season 

Wholesale Confectioners 

Fresh Fish , Oysters, 

and 

Fountain Supplies 

Clams, Lobsters , Etc. 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

157 MIDDLESEX ST. 

—OUR FISH MAN— 

LOWELL, MASS. 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS 
MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

T. A. WHELAN 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 
24 Prescott Street 


LOWELL’S 

LEADING GROCER 


Cor. Central and Church Sts. 



"On the Sunny Side 
of Merrimack St / 9 


Kodaks 
Developing 
Printing 
Greeting Cards 


DONALDSON’S 
Camera and Art 
Shop 




ROGERS HALL 

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

On an elevation facing Fort Hill Park, which commands a view of the Concord 
River Valley and the mountains of New Hampshire 


COLLEGE PREPARATORY 
AND GENERAL COURSES 


GRADUATE COURSE OF TWO YEARS 

Electives in Secretarial Training , 

Music and Art 


Carefully Directed Indoor and Outdoor Athletics 

i 


For Illustrated Catalogue Address 

MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS 
Lowell, Mass. 

f 
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ROGERS HALL SCHOOL 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 
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The end of another year is here — a year that has flown by 
with breath-taking swiftness. Old friends and new friends must 
part, some, perhaps, never to see each other again. But though 
the end is sad, especially to the Seniors, there should be a feeling 
within you of something successfully completed. Seniors, these 
years you have just finished have been some of the happiest of 
your life. A great many of you are about to start out alone, 
perhaps with only your own strength of mind and determination 
to help you on the way. Life is not all one pleasurable, exciting 
adventure. It is an adventure, but one that needs strength of 
character, a certain bravery, and a little bit of joie- de vivre. 
You cannot sit back and expect life to come to you. You must 
seek it. But do not seek it blindly. Keep your eyes upon that 
which, to you, seems the best. A little disillusion should not 
spoil your ideals. On the contrary, it should make them seem a 
little more worthy. Work and play with a clean mind and heart, 
and that which is ideal to you will eventually be realized. 



SONNET 


I tucked a scarlet poppy in my hair 
To match the lilting song within my heart. 

And o ’re my shoulder tossed a mocking dare 
For you to follow. I was loath to part. 

I ran in dew-wet grass and felt it cool 
Beneath my feet. I did not turn to see 
If you were there until I reached the pool 
Where first you whispered of your love to me. 

On its fragrant bank I waited, and then thought 
To hear the laughing echo of your call. 

And then I saw you, heard the murmur not 
For me, but her, beside you by the wall. 

A scarlet poppy fell, of withered hearts’ blood red, 
A smile, a word, a glance, my heart was dead. 


Julta Carty 
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SIMILE 


The thrill of spring was in my heart.... 

A scarlet flash through gray moss 
A rushing mountain stream 

Bright with morning sun...... 

A pale white flower midst green 

You stood before me. 

Your face was like the pale white flower. 

In the cadence of your voice 

Was the laughter of the mountain stream 

And you were Spring 

And Beauty. 

Julia Carty 


MY CASTLE 

When first I saw you, 

Young against the wind, 

I thought, * * Here is my king ! ’ ’ 
I led you to my castle, 

Deep in dimness, 

And watched you there 
Strip bare my dreams. 

If you had laughed 
Or turned away as if in scorn, 

I should have seen 
My castle broken bits of dust. 
But you looked at me 
As a king looks at his queen. 


Julia Carty 
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DAWN 

The quick wild rush of wind 
Cut through the dawn, 

Breaking the quiet hush 

Of a sleeping, mist-hung morn. 

A scarlet streak slashed the eastern sky, 

Kindled gray to rose, and rose to living blue, 

And the wild wind faded to a sigh 

That whispered through the grass, still wet with dew. 

High above, a bird’s sweet throbbing song 

Spilled poignant hope 

Upon a world of light. 

Julia Carty 


FRUSTRATE 

An airplane rose, 

And with it flew 
Youth’s wondrous dreams. 

The plane was strong 
As human hands could make, 

And graceful in the air. 

Its man was powerful 
And confident 
As a young god. 

Then, one day 
People in church 
Prayed for his soul. 

Virginia Cochrane 
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METAMORPHOSIS 

0 callow youth, dost thou never pause in thy restless prog- 
ress onward to contemplate, with fitting earnestness, the solem- 
nity of thy approaching position in life? Art thou not fully 
aware that the gaping portals of maturity are awaiting thy 
approach with deep solicitude, beseeching thee to be mindful that 
in thy hands lies the destiny of future generations? Alas ! Youth, 
heedless and undiscerning, cannot pass through these portals, 
cognizant of all that lies beyond, without first suffering the bitter 
trials of experience. But if thou might realize that these trials 
are but moulding thy life, how less irksome would they seem ! 

Consider, pray, the all-important love affairs of unfledged 
youth. How many are the innocent young maidens who, de- 
serted by their loved ones, have pined away long, toilsome hours, 
trying in vain to mend their cruelly shattered hearts ! Had they 
but been enlightened that these sorrows were hardening their 
hearts against life’s greatest ironies, how trivial would they have 
seemed. 

Ye who dwell within the cloistered walls of educational in- 
stitutions, regret not the tedious life that thou art leading. 
Though the bitter draughts of learning choke thy feverish 
brain, though the pedantic tyranny and severity of thy instruc- 
tors threaten to be unendurable, and though thy over-burdened 
spirit yearns to escape from the bondage of institutional life, 
have courage and take comfort in the knowledge that thou wilt be 
henceforth philosophically ripe to venture into the realms of 
maturity. 


Priscilla Spalding 
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THE DOCTOR 

The telephone pealed loud and shrill. Bob Trainer reached 
out an unwilling hand and picked up the receiver. 

“Yes?” 

“Bob? This is Dr. Baxter. I’m going to be out of town 
for a week or so. Take care of anything that may come up, 
outside of the regular work, will you ? I have a girl over on the 
shore who is pretty sick, but she’ll probably last until I come 
back. Anyway, keep your eye out, will you?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And Bob, about that girl. In case anything should go 
wrong, just keep the upper lip stiff, see?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

* ‘ Thanks, good night ’ ’ 

Bob thoughtfully hung up. What the devil did Baxter 

mean in case anything should happen? If she died? Was 

that what he meant? Death....Bob hadn’t thought much about 
that. He just took it for granted as he took life for granted. 
You died as you lived. Everyone did. But if anyone died.... 

anyone he was treating .this girl .if she should die He 

swallowed abruptly. Foolish of him to think of that. 

This was a good chance for him. He had never done any 
practicing for himself. Recently graduated from a good med- 
ical college, he had immediately found a place in the office of Dr. 
Baxter, a physician and surgeon of more than a little importance 
in the city. It was a good enough position, but Bob was sick of 
petty little cases of measles and chicken pox. Chicken pox! A 
twelve year old child could take care of a ease like that! He 
longed for the white coats of the operating room, the sweet smell 
of ether in his nostrils, the thrill of balancing the gleaming 
blade, the surging rush of power within him when all was over. 
He sighed, and glanced at his watch. Almost one. He ’d better 
turn in if he had to get up early in the morning. 

He snapped the light off, and lying in the darkness thought 
again of what Baxter had said about the stiff upper lip. What 
did Baxter think he was, anyway, a milk fed baby ? He chuckled 
in the darkness and turned over to sleep. 


THE DOCTOR 
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The telephone rang sharply. Bob started up in the night. 
What in ! Who was that? 

“Yes? Yes, this is Dr. Trainer what’s that? Who? 

Oh, you mean — yes, yes, I ’ll be right over. On the shore ? What 
number ? All right yes, I ’ll hurry ! ’ ’ 

Swiftly he snapped on the light and fumbled with halfi- 
elosed eyes for his clothes. He pulled them on with trembling 
hands. He couldn’t find his shoes — they were under the bed, 
and he had to crawl half-way under to get them. He tied the 
laces hurriedly, and grabbing his coat and hat, ran from the 
room. Midway on the stairs he remembered that he hadn’t 
brought his case and leaped back up the steps two at a time. 
Finally out in the cool night air, he straightened his tie and coat 
collar and went for his car. 

He drove furiously — down the smooth road to the shore. 
It was about three — he had looked at the clock as he drove 
through town. Everything was still. The houses were en- 
closed in the black of the night. Soon he saw a light. That 
must be the house. He stopped the car with a grinding of brakes 
and jumped from his seat and ran up the steps. The door 
opened quickly and expectantly. 

Upstairs in the bedroom Bob stood and looked at the girl on 
the bed. She was doubled in agonized pain, and moaned con- 
stantly. He examined her with quivering hands and finally 
straightened up and turned to the nurse. 

“I’ll have to operate right away. Get me some boiling water 
for these instruments. ’ ’ The nurse slipped out of the room and 
Bob looked at the girl. He felt deathly sick and faint. The 
girl moaned. He rolled up his sleeves and turned to the now 
waiting nurse. 


***** 

Bob closed the door of the bedroom softly behind him and 
walked down the stairs with the tread of a man in a trance. It 
was early dawn, and the grayness of the morning cut into his 
consciousness. He went for his hat and coat and then 
shrank from the sight before him. The father of the girl was 
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sitting in the chair before the fireplace, with his head in his 
hands. As Bob watched him, a great shuddering sob shook him. 
Good God, was it always like this? And he had done it? He 
was responsible for it ! The man looked up and saw him stand- 
ing in the door. 

“Doctor, thank you for what you have done We — I” 

He turned away quickly. Thank me? Thank me? thought Bob. 

For killing your daughter? He cried out suddenly and 

seizing his hat and coat, rushed from the house and into his car. 
In the car he started it mechanically and drove home — over the 
smooth road to the city. 

In the house he sat down in front of his desk. He looked 
out of the window into the gray mist, and a great sob shook him 
and he dropped his head upon his hands and cried. 

***** 

The telephone in Dr. Trainer’s inner office rang suddenly. 
The nurse answered softly. 

“Dr. Trainer’s office. Yes, yes, I’ll tell the doctor. Dr. 
Trainer is busy just now, but he will get there as soon as he can. 
Yes.” 

“What is it, Miss Betten?” 

“That woman on Miller avenue. The husband said she 
seemed in great pain, and wanted you to come right away. ’ ’ 

“Very well.” 

Dr. Trainer pushed the button of the elevator and waited 
quietly. Out in the street he paused before getting in his car to 
light a cigarette. He drove through the traffic and down the 
broad avenue to No. 77. He parked his car methodically and 
walked up the walk to the front door, and rang the bell. 

In the bedroom he expertly examined the woman on the bed, 
then turned. 

“I’ve got to operate. Sterilize these instruments, nurse.” 
***** 

The doctor closed the door and wiped his hands carefully on 
his handkerchief. He walked down stairs, and shrugging on his 
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coat, he picked up his hat and case and went out into the morn- 
ing sunshine. 

As he started his car he glhnced at his watch. One o ’clock. 
It didn ’t take him long to do that. The woman was going to die 
anyway. One o ’clock — if he speeded he could probably get in a 
round or two before his afternoon office hours. 

Julia Carty 


NIGHT 

Pearls from Heaven 
Are strung through 
Branches of white birches, 

And the jewelled leaves 
Slowly turn to black onyx. 

And stalking over the purple meadows 
Comes Night, 

A big black cat. 

Mary Louise Johnson 


PICTURE 

Chloe sat on the barrel-head, 

Her red heels clicked on its side, 

Her white teeth shone with pride 

And zest of living 

Sam cut pigeon-wings, 

Bucks, shuffles, and right hand flings, 

Urged on by the shouts of the onlookers. 

His feet tapped the floor, 

His eyes rolled with joy, 

He strutted before Chloe, 

Showing off like a boy 

African folk have little desire, 

Love and rhythm are all they require. 

Mary Bagshaw 
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KOUSSEVITZKY COINDUCTS THE SYMPHONY 

A hush — 

Expectant. 

A magic hand, 

And music comes. 

Now it ripples 
With scarce a murmur, 

Like summer winds through 
Green leaves — 

Now it crashes as 
A waterfall, 

Into the waiting pool 
Of human souls. 

I am lost in 
Beauty, 

Brought by magic hands, 

And all heaven 
Is mine, 

To have for 
One short moment. 

Barbara W. Trott 


FULFILLMENT 

I saw you 

As a new-blown rose, 

Fresh and sweet 
In morning sun. 

Fragrance clutched my heart 
And I was touched by 
Beauty. 


Barbara W. Trott 
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RECOLLECTION 

I hear the birds, the sweetly-sighing breeze, 

I see the flowers and smell the perfumed air ; 

The fresh green grass, the sky, deep blue, the trees — 
The joyousness of Spring is everywhere. 

Because the world is gayly bright and new, 

I know that I should laugh and dance and sing ; 

But there is nothing here for me but you, 

And you are gone — what use in anything ? 

We were so happy, once, not long ago, 

For love was in our hearts. And we were free 
From care and sorrow ; then you bade me go. 

Now Spring, her loveliness, means naught to me. 

Perhaps, if love can touch your heart once more, 

You’ll call to me; I’m waiting by your door. 

Barbara W. Trott 


JUNE NIGHT 

A finger 

Of ethereal moonlight 
Steals through 
Leafy green. 

The slight breath 
Of wind 
Is as a drum 
In stillness. 

The thread of silence 
Is taut, 

And then is broken 
By the murmured content 
Of a peaceful brook. 

Barbara W. Trott 
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INTERLUDE 

Susan yawned, ran her fingers through her sandy hair, and 
sighed. Mechanically she studied the paper in front of her, 
jotted a few notes, then closed the desk. She reached for her hat. 

‘‘Anything more I can do, Miss Cromwell?” A very serious 
looking woman opened the door to ask her. 

“More? Oh, heavens no, Clarisse,” Susan exclaimed irrita- 
bly. “Go on home, and don’t bother to come back Monday. 
There probably won’t be a thing to do. Good night.” Susan 
carefully rouged her lips, frowned a little, adjusted the lock on 
the door, and went out. 

Susan usually took her exercise late in the afternoon, like 
this, and she began to walk spiritedly down Main Street, over 
to the West Park. Susan felt unusually cynical this afternoon. 
All day long people had rubbed her sensitive nature the wrong 
way; all day long they had disputed her decisions. Susan was 
tired, dreadfully tired of deciding things, of being the main cog 
in a big wheel. She was tired of deadly routine ; she was tired of 
eating the same thing -for breakfast ; she was tired of living in a 
two-room apartment, tired of being nice to people. All day long 
she had forced herself to work systematically, and to appear to 
be intelligent, and capable, and interesting. Right this very 
minute she was forcing herself to walk briskly through the park. 

“My dear,” she had written to a friend a year or so ago, 
“it’s simply a glorious adventure, each day.” Unconsciously 
she had repeated the exact words of an important professor. 
“This business of growing up,” he had said, “is just what you 
make it — either it is a glorious adventure or — ” Susan had heard 
no more. ‘ ‘ Glorious adventure. ’ ’ Her life would be a glorious 
adventure — she would make it one. Her life would be rich in 
experience; she would do — oh — everything. Her life would be 
her own, her own to play with, to work with, her own to shape 
carefully or casually ruin. She thought she could control it by a 
deft twist of her hand. But now 

A very sad and dejected looking Susan opened the door of 
her apartment. A blonde chap was stretched full length on her 
new green couch, smoking. 


INTERLUDE 
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“Hello, darling,” he said without moving, “How’s the 
working gal ? Say,” he was struck with sudden inspiration, “you 
should see the write-up old Howe gave you in the home paper ! 
Self-made woman! Big career! Say, babe, you don’t half ap- 
preciate yourself ! ’ ’ 

“Your telling me!” Susan grinned at the unexpected guest, 
who was none other than her “kid” brother down from Yale. 
As a matter of fact, in his opinion, he was Yale itself. “By the 
way, how’d you get in?” she asked, flopping down in a big chair. 

‘ 1 Oh, the janitor finally got me in after I gave him all my 
credentials, and I promised him I wouldn’t set the place on fire 
or anything, ’ ’ holding his cigarette dangerously near the pillow. 
“For John’s sake, what did you expect me to do — sit on the 
steps and wait for you ? ’ ’ 

“Well, d’you want something to eat?” 

“Oh no,” he answered amiably, “I’m really not terribly 
hungry — having just finished your caviar — ” (Susan gasped; it 
was the last can she had) “but if you insist” — giving Susan 
plenty of time to urge him. 

“Tell you what — I’ll dress and we’ll go some place to eat.” 

“Aw, let’s stay here, ’smuch nicer, anyhow. I have to be 
back by tonight. Oh, yes, I almost forgot. Momm said to tell 
you to come home the week-end of the twenty-seventh. Some- 
body’s coming. I can’t remember the name. And you might 
pick me up if you go. She’s sending the car for you.” 

“The car! Who is it, Jock? What does she want me for? 
I was home last week. ’ ’ 

‘ ‘ Oh, I dunno, ’ ’ but he certainly looked as if he might know 
something or other. But nobody could get Jock to tell what he 
didn’t want to tell. 

****** 

Susan adjusted her earring, fastened a truant lingerie strap, 
and regarded herself in the long three-sided mirror. 

‘ ‘ Not bad, old girl, not bad at all, ’ ’ she commented to herself. 
Susan felt much better than she had a week ago. Maybe it was 
just being home — having people doing things for you ; maybe it 
was pancakes for breakfast; maybe it was dressing for dinner 
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at night, and sleeping till ten in the morning; maybe it was 
father’s house guest. Susan hadn’t given the matter much 
thought. At any rate, the guest was important — really far more 
important than the long sleeps and morning pancakes. He was 
a famous hunter and sportsman. His repartee was clever ; he was 
a good dancer, played a passable game of contract. Not a bad 
sort of guest to have around. Usually father’s friends were 
frightful bores — old, most of them, terribly old. One quality 
in Gardner Maynard’s make-up was that he was young — more 
or less. (Susan hadn’t quite decided which.) 

###### 

Susan started down the wide, white staircase with Jock. 
This was to be the big night. In about five minutes the guests 
would begin to arrive. Susan must be ready. The guests would 
come and meet Mr. Maynard. They would ask him to tea. They 
would fawn upon him as if he were a rare species — which, when 
Susan paused to reconsider, he was. Very seldom did one en- 
tertain celebrities in Saltford. Susan glanced over the table. 
Flowers 0. K. Place cards 0. K. She mechanically checked these 
off in her mind. She walked into the library. 

“Oh,” she said, seeing Maynard intently studying one of 
the ivory figurines on the mantle, “I didn’t realize that you’d 
be down, Gardner.” She slipped on his name. She couldn’t 
imagine why she didn’t call him Mr. Maynard. At any rate, 
he seemed in no way offended by her familiarity, but rather 
pleased. 

“Well,” his clever repartee failed him completely. “I am,” 
he answered blankly. “By the way, are you going to be home 
long — er — Susan ? ’ ’ They both laughed and Susan told him when 
she was scheduled to go back. 

“I was thinking, maybe tomorrow morning we might get 
in a round of golf — you play, of course?” Susan played, but 
she quivered slightly at the prospect of playing with Mr. May- 
nard. But she answered, “Love to. Shall we make it at ten?” 
Just then two guests were announced. 


INTERLUDE 
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“Your drive is good, but if I were you, I’d practice 
putting, Susan.” Susan accepted the suggestion humbly, con- 
gratulating herself that she hadn’t made an entire mess of the 
game. She never had played really well. 

“Did you say you were going tonight?” he asked, “I sort 
of hate to see you go. ’ ’ 

‘ ‘ I rather hate it myself, ’ ’ she said. 

****** 

“No, Clarisse, I don’t believe there’s anything more.” 
Susan smiled at Clarisse. “Of course, you know all about this 
order of Mr. Jacoby. And everything will be just the same with 
you here. It’s funny to think that I won’t be back again.” Susan 
was clearing her desk. 

“Yes,” said Clarisse. She hesitated, “I hope you’ll be 
happy ....,” not knowing what to say. 

“Thanks. You’ll take care of everything?” Susan pressed 
Miss Clarisse ’s hand. 

****** 

Susan was out in the garden picking coral-colored sweet 
peas. She sniffed them enthusiastically. They had come up well. 

“Beginner’s luck,” Gardner had said when she showed 
them to him. Lots of things had been “Beginner Luck” this 
year. It might be called “Beginner’s Luck” in marrying May- 
nard. At any rate it was quite an event. Susan was no longer 
tired of things. It was fun letting people decide for you. It was 
fun experimenting with new kinds of salad. It was fun working 
in the garden. It was fun not having to try to look solemn and 
businesslike. Susan loved it all. She wrote again that this was 
an adventure only far more exciting than the first. 

“Sue, oh Sue dear. I am sorry” — Jock was trying to com- 
fort Susan. “I shouldn’t have told you.” Susan never wept 
when she felt things very deeply. She was terribly stunned. She 
turned to Jock, and said, “What else could you have done? I’d 
have had to know. Tell me more about what happened. Was he 
killed — right away?” 
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“Well you see, Sue ” It seemed that Maynard had 

been driving around a curve, and had collided with a truck. 
“Yes, he was killed instantly,” Jock said. 

Susan’s world seemed to crash in pieces about her. The 
“adventure” had come to this end. The “Beginner Luck” was 
finished. The coral sweet peas she held stiffly in her hand. She 
felt useless. Her Gardner was dead, and she could do nothing 
about it. And she had said once that anyone could control one’s 
life 


****** 


“Good morning, Clarisse. Did you get that order to the 
Reynold’s Company? Oh, say, and tell them to be careful about 
the goods they send them. Last time — it was last December 
wasn’t it? — they complained about the weight.” 

“I’ll do that.” 


Susan again sat at the steel desk — trying to be intelligent, 
capable, and interesting. 


Nancy Burke 


WEND 

The wind blew fiercely on the hill, 
Ran roaring through the grass. 

The sky alone seemed calm and still 
As it watched the wild wind pass. 

Love came like wind into my heart, 
Cast senses, thought away, 

Cut through my reason like a dart 
And left me there to pay. 


Harriet Qua 
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LAST MEETING 

Jim Carr stood at the door of his cabin and let the beauty 
before him sink into his senses. The woods lay like a carpet of 
green. Below, the river glowed in the deepening twilight, and 
the floating logs were dark against its gleam. The wind in the 
pines was like the tumbling laughter of children and the 
quickening whispers of lovers. 

It was very quiet, but the silence was peopled with the faint 
rustlings of wood creatures, and now and then the stillness was 
shattered by the lonely call of the owl. Jim puffed at his pipe 
in utter contentment. He felt as if this greatness were his own. 
Looking back, he wondered how he had ever believed himself to 
be entirely happy before. And he had. He had managed to 
persuade himself into that belief for twelve years, until he had 
sunk into a rut where peace was merely a password to greater 
excitement. Well, thank God he had pulled himself out of that 
place. And yet, if he should ever see Dana again ! He thrust 
the thought out of his mind. 

Night was coming. Jim knocked out his pipe and took a 
last look at the vista before him. He always hated to go in and 
leave the beauty of it. Sometimes on summer nights he slept 
out on the bank, beneath the pines. He reluctantly went in and 
shut the door slowly. He had a lot of work to do. If he finished 
that story tonight, he might be able to get it off to Somers to- 
morrow afternoon. He sat down before the desk and began to 
write. He wrote for a long time, feverishly, then finally pushed 
back his chair and reached for his pipe. Suddenly there was a 
noise outside. Not a woods noise, but a human one, like someone 
walking with high heels on slippery pine needles. He got up 
quickly and went to the window. There were lights outside, 
automobile lights. He opened the door. 

‘ ‘ Hello, Jim.” 

“Dana!” He stared. Was this really Dana, or had he 
suddenly gone mad? 

“You look surprised, Jim. Or is it that I have changed 
so very much after five years?” She stood with the light full 
on her — that arrogant face he knew so well. What did she 
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have to come here for ? It was going to be like taking a knife 
and deliberately cutting open a healed wound. 

“Isn’t it natural that I should be surprised? After all 
this is hardly the place I would expect to see you. ’ ’ 

“I know. I can gauge your feelings by my own. You see 
I didn’t know you were living here, until I just this minute 
looked in the window and saw you sitting there. ’ ’ She smiled a 
little. Was she telling the truth? He wondered. 

“But how did you get here? It’s rather out of the way. 
I don ’t very often have visitors. ’ ’ 

“ I ’m on my way to Caldmouth. We got off the road a bit. ’ ’ 

“We?” 

“My husband and I.” Her husband, so she was married 
again. 

“I didn’t know you were married again, Dana.” 

‘ ‘ Oh, yes, I was married right after you left for England. ’ ’ 
Right after he left for England. She had waited only a year. 

“But your husband. Where is he? Is anything the mat- 
ter?” 

“Oh no, he’s in the car. He didn’t want me to come in, 
but I did. I thought perhaps you could tell us the way. ’ ’ 

“Oh, yes.” This was queer. They seemed like strangers. 
He looked at her. There had always been that little fear in his 
heart that if he should ever see her again, his contentment would 
be broken. Was it? What did he feel in looking at her? She 
was just the same Dana still beautiful And yet he smiled. 

‘ ‘ Oh yes, the way. Now let ’s see. I have a road map right 
over here.” 

“Jim, you’ve changed so. Aren’t you the least bit glad to 
see me?” 

‘ ‘ Glad ? Of course I ’m glad to see you, Dana, but you know 
a good deal can be forgotten in five years ! ’ ’ 


Julia Carty 
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THE REGATTA 

A gun report! At last they’ve begun! The Freshman crews 
have started. Here they come under the bridge. People climb 
on automobile tops, fences, trees, and telegraph poles. Boat 
whistles start. The timid squeals from the tug-boats are drowned 
out by the more dignified sounds from yachts and the masterful 
snorts from the gay liners and “sub-chasers”. Thus the Annual 
Regatta starts. 

As the crews row back, the first ones tired but victorious, the 
others lagging behind, slumped down and exhausted, we settle 
ourselves for an hour’s wait to gossip, eat trash, and listen to 
radios. 

Every country “hick”, beggar, public musician, and cheap, 
colored, four-piece band is somewhere near; consequently, we 
hear the cries of “Buy a pencil” crazily mingled with the 
tinny playing of “Paradise”. Do we complain? Of course we 
don’t ! The more noise, the gayer the people, the more diversion, 
the shorter wait until the next race ! 

Walking from car to car, if you happen to run into a private 
cocktail party, poker game, or betting center, either join in or 
pass by, for no one cares, and usually no one ever knows who 
his partner at bridge is, or who “bought” his drink. 

Another report! Here comes the Junior Varsity! “Are your 
bets on Cornell or Navy? Oh, I had the usual luck, and drew 
M.I.T. Here goes another dollar, and whether you know it or 
not, there’s a depression on!” Does anyone care? I should 
say not ! This day is outside of all worries of depression. 

The string of colors hang off the bridge showing the order 
of the winners. Someone hoots. He must have won the pot! 
“Well, if M.I.T. didn’t come in fifth instead of seventh this 
time ! ” 


Josephine Pratt 


LINCOLN 


Crack ! 

And a great heart trembled, fluttered, and then was still. 
Crack ! 

Broke the heart of a nation, that a man would dare to kill. 

Such a heart, such a man was no better, 

Gaunt and rugged and tall ; 

Foes had despised him, yet feared him, 

And he won the respect of all. 

He had steered his ship through the turmoil, 

Through hours of mortal pain, 

'Til he had accomplished his mission, 

Set his nation to right again. 

Dead the heart of a soldier, 

Yet not to his friends and allies, 

For a man of such infinite spirit, 

Is one who never dies. 


Peggy Freshman 
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PARADISE 

He left me far behind, as he 

Went plowing through the underbrush — 

I could not hasten while I heard 
The mystic sweetness of a thrush. 

He hurried from me to a spot, 

A paradise, beside the brook, 

But there he only paused to give 
That heav’nly place one fleeting look. 

A flaming cardinal, crimson pure, 

The tangled violets in the shade, 

A limpid pool of azure blue, 

A memorable picture made. 

The speckled shadow of a birch, 

A tiny fern of silvery green 

Caressed the warm, gray, living stone — 

And that was all that he had seen. 

And yet to me that picture gave 
A taste of God ’s great majesty, 

Infinity of Nature’s life, 

A bit of purest poetry. 

Peggy Freshman 
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ELOPEMENT 

The morning sun, streaming through the broad windows, 
fell on Glenn’s copper-colored curls. Today was the big day. 
She was to elope with Peter. Glenn snuggled deeper under the 
big green comforter. Of course Aunt Minnie would feel 
dreadfully and she hated to cause Aunt Minnie any trouble, 
but Peter was so darling. It would be partly Aunt Minnie’s 
fault, anyway. If she had given Glenn permission to marry 
Peter properly, all this would never happen. Still, it would be 
sort of exciting to elope. Not at all the kind of thing the 
Stanwicks usually did. Douglas and Patricia and Isabelle had 
big church weddings. Glenn could remember, at Isabelle’s 
wedding, how she had trooped down the aisle, all stiffly starched 
in a little white dress, carrying a huge bouquet of roses. 

Glenn ate breakfast alone. Aunt Minnie always had head- 
aches after a “scene”. It had been rather a “scene”, Glenn re- 
flected. Aunt Minnie had said Peter was a ne’er-do-well, and a 
rich man’s good-for-nothing son. Peter couldn’t help it if his 
father had set him up in a business utterly unsuited to his type 
and entirely distasteful to him. No wonder he had made a flop of 
it. Peter could never run a clothing store. Why, the very sight of 
a pair of garters made him ill. Peter had told her so. Aunt 
Minnie insisted that they were too young. Glenn was eighteen, 
Peter twenty. Mr. Wiggin, Peter’s father, thought so, too, but 
then, he’d agree with Aunt Minnie in anything. They were the 
best of friends. Aunt Minnie had taken Mr. Wiggin under her 
wing after Peter’s mother died. She was always taking people 
under her wing, Glenn thought disgustedly. 

Peter was coming at two and they were going to drive off, 
just as if nothing were going to happen. Aunt Minnie would 
be in bed (her headache would last all day) and that would 
simplify matters somewhat. 

That afternoon, a long, yellow roadster rolled up the 
Stan wick drive. Glenn was ready and waiting. 

“Peter !” 

“Hop in, honey — talk later! We’ve got to step lively. 
I rather think dad’s on to us — acted nervous and fidgety all 
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morning, and kept glancing at me. Honestly, I sure thought 
the game was up. But, I’ve got you now and we’re going to be 
married!” 

Two hours later, crossing the bridge into Jamestown, Glenn 
caught sight of a big, grey car tearing along behind them. 

“Peter! They’re following us — Aunt Minnie and your 
father ! ’ ’ 

‘ ‘ The devil ! Guess we ’re in for it now ! ’ ’ 

The big, grey car passed and Mr. Wiggin called out, “Pull 
up to the side ! Be quick about it ! And now, children, explain !” 

“You see, sir, Glenn and I — well, we’ve just been married.” 

“Yes! Why don’t you congratulate us?” Glenn added 
nervously. 

“Congratulations! Now' it’s my. turn.” Peter’s father 
turned to the beaming Aunt Minnie. “Allow me to present Mrs. 
Wiggin!” Harriet Qua 

OLD PETERS 

The strange unearthly mustiness of the room was what one 
noticed first. It was like a cellar long forgotten except by the 
slimy, crawly things of the earth. A cellar, did I say? No, it 
was like a tomb, and hearing its strange story from the gaunt old 
man u’ho sat opposite me, I did not doubt that it was a tomb. 
For within its walls two mortals had given up their souls for 
judgment. It had once been a small room of a church which 
was now almost in ruins. The walls were of stone and were 
roughly made. Sitting with my back against the cold stone, I 

listened to the weirdly real story he told. 

# * * =» * 

Some twenty-five years ago Penville had been a small village 
of no great importance. The only thing the villagers had to be 
proud of was their church. It was the only beautiful spot of 
the town, and it was the shrine of their good and bad deeds. 
They were religious people, and being set off by themselves, 
almost deserted, they made their own laws, and crude laws they 
were — because the people of Penville lived by their hands, not 
by their brains. At this time a certain Dan Peters was minister 
in the church. He was a ferocious, strong old man who preached 
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in a deep, determined voice that God ’s word was law, and yet his 
voice told you that his word was law here. 

It was a cold winter day when this story began. There were 
many people in the church, for it was considered a sin not to go. 
Dan Peters looked at them angrily, at their stupid faces and toil- 
worn hands. What had life to offer them? What could even 
God do for them? Then he started, amazed, for among their 
faces was one he had never seen before. Were his eyes deceiving 
him ? But no, the long sensitive face was still there. The large 
sunken eyes stared at him penetratingly, and for the first time 
Dan Peters knew fear. They seemed to be telling him that this 
stranger knew what he thought and despised him for it. With 
a jerk he came to himself, and realized that he had been mum- 
bling his sermon in an agitated voice. He cleared his throat, and 
tried to regain his own powerful voice, but to his own ears there 
was only a weak resemblance. Slowly he came to an end, and 
with the last Amen his thoughts began to wander wildly. Where 
had he seen that face before? His mind searched about all the 
paths of his life, and it always seemed to pause at that one 
horrible day. Could this man be connected with that? He 

couldn’t! He couldn’t! It was absurd and yet . He 

steadied his nerves and walked among the townsfolk, listening 
for any gossip about the stranger. But there seemed to be none. 
All of them looked upon him with awe, and they did not venture 
to speak to him or of him. 

Later that afternoon he walked aimlessly along the main 
street, a very puzzled man. As his eyes roved about, they en- 
countered another stranger. He was a withered old man who 
supported himself on a twisted cane, giving him the appearance 
of a witch, his hawk-like face strengthening this impression. 
Dan Peters was amazed. Two strangers had come to Penville 
within a week. What did they want here, and who were they? 

A high wind was rising, and the almost empty church echoed 
and reechoed its shrill whistle. Dan Peters looked inquiringly 
at the two strangers who stood just within his room. 

“You are Dan Peters.” The tones of the old man were 
surprisingly gruff. 
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“That’s my name.” His voice was hardly raised above a 
whisper. 

The two strangers came in, shutting the door behind them. 
The younger man came up to Dan, and looking at him with silent 
contempt, said, “So you remember me, Dan.” Dan Peters sud- 
denly came to himself. That voice ! It was like — he turned to the 
stranger studying his face, feature by feature. It was the same, 
and his eyes straying to the temple discovered the scar, a long 
jagged one from which he had once seen this man’s life’s blood 
flowing in a narrow crimson stream. 

“But you are dead.” Such a stupid thing to say, he 
thought, when one could see that he was alive, and yet how could 
he be alive ? 

“Dead, dead am I!” said the younger man violently, and 
his shrill laugh rang out. 

Suddenly all Dan Peters’ fear left him and he braced him- 
self like an angry dog. 

“So you have. come back to torment me, have you?” and 
with a sudden ferocious laugh, “Your one of the devil’s own, you 
are, but, by God, I ’ll be rid of you. ’ ’ 

Suddenly he struck out, and his fist landed on that same 
scarred temple. Slowly the eyes of the stranger turned glassy, 
and he gave a moan so like that other moan. Then with a thud 
he fell to the bare stone floor. The old man turned wildly to 
Dan accusingly, but Dan was laughing, laughing like a child who 
had found a new toy. The old man crept out, too terrified to 
speak. 

The next morning the villagers found him, and he was led 
to his death, still laughing. Braunda Macfadden 


WISH 

I ’d like to be alone upon a hill 

With no sound or light to break the still, 

I’d like to go off by myself at night 
To a place where I could be out of sight, 

To just sit and dream of castles high, 

And just think, and have no reason why. 

Mary Dyer 
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DEUCE 

Jimmy couldn’t play tennis. He had been trying for years, 
— that is, at least one year. He was thirteen now. He banged 
the ball against the side of the garage, and swung his tennis 
racket out to meet it again. It was hot, very hot, and the sun 
shone down directly on Jimmy’s freckled arms. He whammed, 
socked, and missed the ball. In desperation he gave up with his 
characteristic, “Aw shucks!”, took out an already dirty hand- 
kerchief, and mopped his face. 

That afternoon found him out again. If only he had taken 
Pete’s advice and asked Ed Walters, champion of the Rockwell 
Country Club, to help him, he might have a chance for the Junior 
Match. After all, Ed had lived right down the street this whole 
past year, and Jimmy had watched his playing with envy. Now 
that Ed had left home, Jim had the courage to ask for his help. 
That was the way with Jimmy ; he always had plenty of courage 
when the situation did not require it, but somehow that courage 
faded when it was needed. In spite of only thirteen years of 
experience, Jimmy knew this was his weak point, but still it 
remained a weak one. 

That night at dinner, Jimmy sat stuffing the food in as if 
his mouth were some kind of machine. His mother and father 
were talking to each other. Suddenly the name of Ed Walters 
made the machine stop ; 

‘ ‘ Uh, Ed back again, Dad ? ’ ’ 

“Don’t talk with your mouth full — how often must I tell 
you that? Yes, Ed is back; the job didn’t last. Guess that girl 
had more power than the job. You know he always did like — ” 

Jimmy heard no more. He must see Ed. He felt that 
sinking feeling again. He couldn’t face and directly ask any 
one as old as Ed to help him. Why, Ed was all of nineteen ; he 
would laugh. Nevertheless, it was his only chance, and then 
there was the Junior Tennis Match ahead. If only he could 
make it. 

Dinner over, Jimmy left the house as if chased by a bear. 
He always did, especially in summer. He went up the block to 
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the Walters’ house, and heard voices on the porch. They chilled 
him — he couldn’t make it, so he walked away. Sitting down 
on the curb at the corner, he planned just what he would say. 
“Ed, would you be so kind as to” — Aw shucks, he couldn’t say 
that. He started walking back, kicking the dirt with his toe, 
deep in thought. It was late twilight, and impossible to see who 
was on the Walters’ porch. Jimmy could hear a man’s voice, 
probably Ed’s, but that was all. After many false starts, he 
finally found himself going up the front steps of the house. 

“Hi there, Jimmy, what do you want?” Ed’s voice. 

Jimmy stuttered, “Good — good evening, Mr. Wal-Walters, 
I — ” He paused and started again — “I — ” 

Ed helped the situation, “Come on up, I want you to meet 
a friend of mine, Marion Campbell. ’ ’ 

Jimmy was too surprised to answer; he just stared. He 
would never be able to ask him in front of her. She must be the 
girl that his dad had mentioned. 

A half hour later, Jimmy left the Walters’ with a half- 
happy, half-sad feeling, — Ed was going to help with the tennis, 
all right ; in fact, that was the trouble. Ed and Marion had had 
an argument about the right position for a back-hand drive, 
which ended in words, hot and painful. They had both promised 
to help him, and he supposed that the quarrel would pass. “Just 
like lovers, ’ ’ he sighed, forgetting all about it, living only in the 
hope of his tennis. 

Each day Ed helped at the old garage, showing Jimmy the 
strokes and positions. And each evening, Marion came down to 
practice with him. Jim was in perfect bliss, continually out at 
the make-shift back board. The one difficulty was that both of 
them tried to impress the importance of one’s position for the 
back-hand stroke. Jim solved that easily; he made up one of 
his own ! 

One night at the dinner table, his dad said, “I heard today 
that Ed Walters and Marion Campbell aren’t on speaking terms. 
It is all off between them. ’ ’ 
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The eating machine stopped for a moment, wide open, but 
soon resumed its working position. “The fools,” said Jimmy, 
“terribly dumb of them.” 

* # * * * 

The day was hot — too hot for good tennis, but the Junior 
Tennis Match was in full swing. 

Jimmy had made the team, and lasted to the finals. The 
sinking feeling had come, and as the finals had started, it was 
still there, but it was slowly losing to a new feeling of triumph. 
He won a game, then lost one. He swatted the ball and banged 
it. The people on the side lines wondered at his ability for so 
young a person. Finally it was over — his match ! 

As he looked around after the crowd had dispersed, he saw 
Ed go into the Club House. Jimmy headed that way; after all, 
it was Ed’s work, and Marion’s, too. As he was about to enter 
the club room he heard voices, and hesitated. He didn’t want 
to run in to any more “How well you played” people. 

As he stopped he heard — 

“Well, he has won the match with my help, I guess you’d 
better give up your silly argument.” 

A high feminine voice retorted, * ‘ On your help ! Say, who 
was up there every evening this past month working with him?” 

“Did you help too, Marion?” 

‘ ‘ Of course, and you ? ’ ’ 

“Yes,” laughed Ed. “ Then we were both right. He won 
the match with the help of each of us. ’ ’ 

“And now we had better forgive each other for that silly 
quarrel. ’ ’ 

Jimmy tiptoed away. Aw shucks, he’d thank them later. 
Lovers were such fools. 


Martha H. Brubaker 



SENIOR SONG 


We, Seniors all, are here, singing now our song — 
Bidding good-bye to you; 

And, though we leave, we hope you will still remember 
That wonder class of thirty-two. 

We have played, we’ve worked to reach this end; 

Now we’re parting, different ways to wend. 

So, once again, to you, Rogers Hall, we sing, 

And say — our thoughts will be with you. 



BARBARA AUCKLAND 
480 West foixl Street, 

Lowell, Mass. 

Kava Club ; Athletic Committee, ’32 ; 
Hockey, ’32 ; Basketball, ’32 ; Manager 
Track, ’32 ; Glee Club, ’32. 


JULIA E, CARTY 
202 Summer Street, 
Portsmouth, Xew Hampshire 

Cae Club : Vice President Senior 
Class, ’32 ; Editor-in-Chief, Splinters, 
’32; Literary Board, ’31. '32; Literary 
Club, ’31, ’32 ; Athletic Committee. ’32 ; 
Manager Golf, ’31 ; Senior Play, ’31, 
’32 ; Exeter Dance Committee, ’32 ; 
Senior Prom Committee, ’32. 


MARGARET AGNES CLARK 
45 Riverside Drive, 

Saranac Lake, New York 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’32 ; Basketball, 







AMY S. CULVER 
Westhampton, L. I., N. Y. 

Cae Club ; Council, ’32 ; President 
Student Government, ’32 ; Athletic Com- 
mittee, ’32 ; Hockey, ’32 ; Basketball, ’32, 
Sub, ’31 ; Manager Track, ’32 ; Literary 
Club, ’31, ’32 ; Senior Prom Commit- 
tee, ’32 ; Honorable Mention Best Cit- 
izen, ’32. 


MURIEL ELZEA 
Broad Paids Lodge, 

White Plains, New York 

Cae Club ; President of Senior Class, 
’32 ; Athletic Committee, ’32 ; Swim- 
ming, ’29, ’30, ’31, Manager, ’32 ; Hockey 
sub, ’32; Literary Club, ’29, ’30, ’32; 
Glee Club, ’29 ; Chairman Exeter Dance 
Committee, ’32 ; Chairman Senior Prom, 
’32; Senior Play, ’32; Swimming, ’32. 




SALLY FOSTER 
254 Foster Street, 

Lowell, Mass. 

Cae Club, Cheerleader, ’28, ’31 ; 

Hockey, ’30, ’31, ’32; Basketball, ’30, 
’32; Baseball, ’28, ’30, -Captain ’30, 
Manager ’29, ’30 ; Athletic Committee, 
’29, ’30, ’32 ; Manager Tennis, ’32 ; 
Honorable Mention Field Day, ’30 ; 
Literary Club, ’32; “R.H.” ’30; Senior 
Play, ’32. 





MILA FRANCIS LEWIS 
School Street, Groton, Mass. 

Ivava Club ; Athletic Committee, ’31, 
'32 ; Hockey, ’31, ’32, sub ’30 ; Basket- 
ball. ’30, ’31. ’32, Manager ’31, ’32. Cap- 
tain ’32 ; Baseball, ’30, Captain ’30 ; 
“R.H.” ’30, ’31 ; Council, \31, ’32, Secre- 
tary and Treasurer *31, ’32 (Winter and 
Spring Terms), President *32 (Fall 
Term ) ; Senior Marshal, '31 ; Andover 
Dance Committee, '31, ’32, Chairman 
*32 ; Literary Club, r 32 ; Senior Play, 
’31, ’32; Senior Prom Committee, *32. 



PHYLLIS HARTFORD 
Arlington, Mass. 

Cae Club ; Faculty Marshal, ’31 ; Lit- 
erary Club, *32 : Exeter Dance Commit- 
tee, ’32 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’32. 



JOSEPHINE PRATT 
Highland, New York 

Cae Club. Secretary and Treasurer, 
’32 ; Council, ’31, Secretary and Treas- 
urer, ’31 ; Literary Club, '31 ; Hockey. 
’32 ; Sub Basketball. ’32 ; School 
Marshal. ’31 ; Property Manager Senior 
Play, ’31 ; Business Board Splinters, 
’32 ; Andover Dance Committee, ’32 ; 
Senior From Committee. ’32 ; Sub, 
Swimming, ’32. 






ANNE WHITNEY ROSE 
35 West Neck Avenue, 
Huntington, New York 

Kava Club, President, ’32 ; Athletic 
Committee, ’31 ; Hockey, ’31, ’32 ; Bas- 
ketball, ’32, sub, ’31 ; Manager Golf, ’31 ; 
Literary Club, ’31 ; Council, ’32 ; Senior 
Prom Committee, ’32; Senior Play, ’31, 
’32; Sub, Swimming, ’32. 



HARRIET TUXBURY QUA 
141 Holyrood Avenue, 

Lowell, Mass. 

Cae Club, President, ’32 ; Athletic 
Committee, ’31 ; Hockey, ’30, *31, ’32 ; 
Basketball, ’31, ’32, Manager, ’32 ; Base- 
ball, ’30 ; Tennis, ’31 ; Council, ‘31, ’32 ; 
Literary Board Splinters, ’30, ’32, 

Business Board, ’31 ; Literary Club, ’31, 
’32 ; “R. H.” ’31 ; Senior Prom Com- 
mittee, ’32; “R.H.” ’32; Tennis, ’32. 



MARY SARGENT 
21 Wyman Street, Lowell, Mass. 

Kava Club, Cheer Leader, ’32 ; Ath- 
letic Committee, ’32 ; Hockey, ’32, Sub 
31 ; Basketball, ’31, Sub ’32; Baseball, 
’29, ’30; Swimming, ’29, ’30, ’31, Man- 
ager ’32 ; Tennis, ’31 ; Glee Club, ’29, 
’30, ’31; Literary Club, ’30, ’31; Busi- 
ness Board Splinters, ’31, ’32 ; “R. H.” 
’31, ’32; Swimming, ’32. 






PRISCILLA SPALDING 
131 Holy rood Avenue, 

Lowell, Mass. 

Cae Club, Song Lender, ’32; Secretary 
and Treasurer Senior Class ’32: 
Athletic Committee, ’32 ; Hocke y, 
’30, ’31. ’32. Manager ’32; Basketball, 
’32. Captain ’32; Sub. Baseball. ’30; 
Council, ’32 : Business Board Splinters, 
'30, ’31, Business Manager ’32 ; Winner 
French Conversation Prize, ’30 ; Music 
Recital, ’31 : Senior Prom Committee. 
‘32 ; Tennis, ’32. 


NANCY SMYTHE 
View Street, 

Franklin, New Hampshire 

Kava Club ; Literary Board, Senior 
Editor Splinters, ’32; Athletic Commit- 
tee, ’32 ; Hockey, ’32 ; Manager Golf, 
’32 ; Literary Club, ’32. 




BARBARA WILLARD TROTT 
238 Clark Road, 

Brookline, Mass. 

Kava Club. Secretary and Treasurer 
*32, Song Leader ’32 ; Hockey. ’31, ’32, 
Captain ’32 : Basketball, ’32 ; Swim- 
ming, ’31 ; Music Recital, ’31 ; Glee 
Club, ’31, ’32; Literary Club, ’31. ’32; 
Literary Board ^ Splinters, ’31, ’32. As- 
sistant Senior Editor, ’32 ; Senior Prom 
Committee, ’32 ; Senior Play, ’31, ’32 : 
Sub, Swimming, ’32. 






MARTHA WILLARD 
200 Clifton Street, 

Belmont, Mass. 

Oae Club; Council (Fall Term) ’32; 
Literary Club, ’32. 
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SENIOR PROPHECY 


Time — 1942. 

Place — Anyone’s Home. 

It was early evening. I was sitting before the fire, com- 
fortably secure and cosy. The lights were low, and in utter con- 
tentment I stretched out a hand to twist the dials of the radio. 
The soft strains of a popular song deepened to an end. I heard 
the crisp tones of the announcer : 

“Ladies and gentlemen, you will now hear the latest news of 
the day, by that famous news-giver, J. C. Whitney, the successful 
successor of Walter Winchell! Mr. WRitney !” 

‘ ‘ Good evening, ladies and gentlemen of the radio audience ! 
This program is being broadcast to you through the courtesy of 
the Foster publications, which includes, as you know, Sally- 
hoo’, containing the latest in swift jokes, and several famous 
Foster cracks. And now for some news. Miss Amy Culver has 
successfully and safely landed in Westhampton in the non-stop 
sail from Easthampton, L. I. Her boat, the Nodrog, was bat- 
tered, but triumphant. For this unusual feat, Miss Culver will 
be awarded the Glendenning cup. And now we will transmit 
you to Westhampton where Miss Culver will say a few words to 
you. 0. K. Westhampton !” 

“I haven’t anything much to say except that I am very 
hungry. I ’m ready for a good meal ! Bring on the eats ! ” 

‘ ‘ Thank you Miss Culver. And now for the latest report of 
the inter-planet golf tournament at the Kilboume country club, 
Mars. Miss Barbara Buckland, our athletics announcer, will tell 
you the details of this marvelous play-off. 0. K. Mars ! ’ ’ 

“0. K. America ! This is B. Buckland announcing. I wish 
you were here to see this marvelous match. The crowd is gather- 
ing around the eighteenth tee. Miss Nancy Smythe has just 
driven a beautiful shot, which is rolling, and is, yes, is just on the 
edge of the green ! A magnificent drive ! Miss Smythe is ap- 
proaching her ball. She putts, the ball glides across the green 
towards the hole — pauses lingeringly on an ant hill — and now, 
yes, now it has dropped into the cup ! Miss Smythe is once more 
the Champ ! ’ ’ 


32 


SPLINTERS 


“Back to the studio! And now, you will listen to a half 
hour’s program of dance music, played to you by that scintillat- 
ingly syncopated orchestra, Miss Bobby Trott and her Fox Trot- 
ters ! The first selection will be one which she has just composed 
— an intriguing number, called, That Bed-Headed Man. Miss 
Trott will herself sing the vocal refrain. Prepare yourselves for 
a half hour of perfect enjoyment ! ’ ’ 

PLEASANT INTERLUDE! 

“And here we are back once more! I have some bits of 
society news for you. Miss Josephine Pratt is giving a garden 
party on her estate at Lowterra, N. Y., next week. There is a 
rumour that Miss Pratt is about to announce her engagement to 
Mr. R. Lion, but as yet Miss Pratt will not give us any definite 
information. However, Mr. Lion seems desirous of denying the 
rumour ! Mr. Lion had better watch his step ! There are more 
than a few who would be willing to have his — opportunities ! And 
now Mr. and Mrs. Pierre Ptoemaine have just returned from a 
Mediterranean cruise. Mr. and Mrs. Ptoemaine are rejoicing 
over the birth of a son, Pierre, Jr., who was born in Somaliland. 
I wonder where it is? Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Ptoe- 
maine ! One more little bit of news. The Senora Enagua 
Caliente, formerly the Miss Muriel Elzea, is sueing her third hus- 
band for divorce. The Senora is charging her husband with non- 
support of herself and her two little children, Angel and Devil ! 
Try the Irish next time, Senora ; they have a sense of humor ! 

“And now ladies and gentlemen, if you will turn on the tele- 
vision, you will see Miss Phyllis Hartford, the famous toe dancer, 
show you some of her dainty dance creations. Miss Hartford 
will be accompanied on the piano by Miss Margaret Clark. While 
Miss Hartford is changing her costume, Miss Clark will give us 
some amusing incidents of her experiences while concert-touring 
in Alaska. While she tells these stories, she will accompany her- 
self on the piano. Are you ready ? ’ ’ 

ANOTHER PLEASANT INTERLUDE 

‘ 1 Back again ! And while I think of it, I wish to announce 
that Miss Martha Willard, Instructor of Physical Education at 
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Phillips Andover Academy, will give a series of setting-up exer- 
cises beginning next week. And now, a special dispatch has just 
come in which tells us that Miss Mary Sargent has once again 
broken the shot-put record in this year’s Olympics being held on 
the Rogers Hall Campus ! Nice putting, Miss Sargent ! 

‘ ‘ This evening, ladies and gentlemen, w T e have a surprise for 
you. Miss Harriet Qua, the great American novelist, dean of 
American letters, and self -acknowledged successor of Hardy, 
will speak to you. From a concrete viewpoint, Miss Qua will 
discuss Phenomenal Psychology in the Abstract ! 

“Miss Qua!” 

“Dear radio audience, as I look about and see the natural 
processes around us, I realize that they are really a part of the 
lives of each of us; for the world is only a psychological phe- 
nomenon, etc., etc.” 

INTERLUDE 

“And now that we have learned from the facts of the world 
from Miss Qua, I want to announce that Miss Priscilla Spalding, 
the famous chemist of the Sanders Distillery, has just discovered 
a new formula. As yet the formula has not been revealed, but 
we are hoping that Miss Spalding will not keep us in suspense 
for too long a time. Have pity, Miss Spalding. Remember the 
Eighteenth Amendment was repealed nine years ago ! And so 
concludes this evening’s broadcast, ladies and gentlemen. Tune 
in again next week at this time. When the gong strikes it will be 
exactly midnight, Eastern Standard Time. Are you ready ? ’ ’ 


COMMENCEMENT WEEK 

BACCALAUREATE 

On Sunday morning, June fifth, Rogers Hall went to 
Saint Anne’s to hear the baccalaureate sermon preached by 
Reverend Mr. Thayer, until recently headmaster of St. Mark’s 
School. Reverend Mr. Thayer told us that we were free. We 
could use our freedom, he stated, in two ways, either as a cloak 
for evil or as a servant of God. The point that caught every- 
one’s ear was that Woman, even at her worst, is superior to Man 
when he is at his best. 
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SENIOR LUNCHEON 

On Monday, June sixth, the undergraduates gave the annual 
luncheon to the Senior Class. Miss Parsons, Mrs. Me Gay, and 
the sixteen Seniors were seated at one table, decorated with 
flowers. After each girl was sung to by the school, she rose to 
show the humorous gift which lay beside her plate and to read 
the funny verse accompanying it. As presents from the under- 
graduates, the Seniors received silver monograms. After the 
Undergraduates and the Seniors had sung their songs, the whole 
school rose to join in singing the Rogers Hall song. Then, 
everyone went to the school room where the class day exercises 
were held. 


COMMENCEMENT— 1932 

On the morning of June seventh, the Commencement of the 
class of 1932 of Rogers Hall was held in the gymnasium. As 
Mr. William C. Heller played Pomp and Circumstance, the fac- 
ulty and the entire student body marched into the gymnasium. 

After the opening prayer, offered by Reverend Appleton 
Grannis, the commencement address was given by Reverend 
Arthur Lee Kinsolving of Trinity Church, Boston. Mr. 
Kinsolving emphasized the fact that we should lift up our hearts. 
He said that although things might seem dark, we should be of 
good cheer and happy. Despondency, he stated, should be an 
element foreign to everyone. 

After Mr. Kinsolving ’s address, Mr. Grannis spoke briefly to 
the Seniors and then Miss Parsons conferred diplomas upon the 
following girls: 

College Preparatory — Margaret Clark, Josephine Pratt, 
Harriet Qua, Nancy Smythe, Priscilla Spalding, Martha Willard. 

Academic — Barbara Buckland, Muriel Elzea, Sally Foster, 
Phyllis Hartford, Mila Lewis, Mary Sargent. 

Collegiate — Julia Carty, Amy Culver, Anne Whitney Rose, 
Barbara Trott. 

After the diplomas had been conferred, Muriel Elzea, presi- 
dent of the Senior Class, presented the class gift, a gift of money, 
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to the school. Miss Parsons accepted the gift on behalf of the 
school. 

Then the Commencement Honors were announced: 


The Underhill Honors 

College Preparatory Priscilla Spalding 

Academic Amy Culver 

Athletic Medal 
Mary Bagshaw 

Honorable Mention for Athletics 
Mary Sargent 

The Tapp Dramatic Prize 
Mila Lewis 


Scholarship 

Mary Margaret Freshman 
Carol Nottage 
Julia Elvira Carty 
Anne Whitney Bose 
Barbara Willard Trott 


Honor List 

Barbara Tabor Murray 
Emylou Joseph 
Jeanne Clark 
Phyllis Hartford 
Martha Louise Willard 


After the benediction, the entire school marched out of the 
gymnasium, and Rogers Hall ended the year of 1931-1932, feeling 
that it had never had a more beautiful nor a more successful 
Commencement. 






FIELD DAY 

The annual celebration of Founder’s Day was held May 
ninth. The day was perfect — warm and sunny, and many 
alumnae and friends were back to renew old acquaintances and 
to witness the struggle between Cae and Kava. 

At ten-thirty, Field Day officially began. 

The first event was the fifty yard dash, which was won by 
Mary Bagshaw for Kava. Carol Proctor of Cae won second 
place. The shot put record was broken by Mary Sargent, who 
exceeded the former record by 10 inches, with Braunda 
Macfadden and Mila Lewis, all of Kava, placing a close second 
and third. 

Of course, Sally Foster threw the baseball over the fence, as 
usual, and Mary Sargent again came in first in the sack race. 
The running high jump was the next thing on the program, Cae 
winning first and second places. 

Mary Bagshaw again distinguished herself in the hop, step, 
and jump, falling short of the record by only five inches, and in 





MILA LEWIS WINNING THE BROAD JUMP 



PHYLTSS HARTFORD 
Puts the Shot 


BARBARA MURPHY 
High Jumping 




BRINGING BACK THE 90’s 
Hoop Racers — Field Day — 1932 




ATHLETICS 


37 


the running broad jump, with Priscilla Spalding of Cae coming 
in second. 

The next event was the javelin throw. Betty Hill, Dot 
DeVoe, and Sally Foster won first, second, and third places, 
giving Cae nine points. 

A new and most spectacular race was introduced this year. 
Caes and Kavas, clad in the fashion successes of 1892, rolled 
hoops down the length of the field and back. Managing hoop 
and skirts at the same time requires much skill, and great credit 
and praise are due Ginny Furber, Eleanor Murphy and Mule 
Elzea for their excellent performances. 

The three-legged race followed, and Bobbie Trott and 
Whitty Rose tied with Pete Spalding and Theo Kimball for first 
place. 

A delicious luncheon of lobster salad, hot rolls, and ice 
cream was served at one o’clock. 

At two-thirty, everyone gathered in the study hall, and 
ribbons were awarded by Miss Parsons and Miss Breeden. Kava 
came out ahead in the meet with the score of 53^ — 38^4 and 
Mary Bagshaw received the cup for the individual winner. 

After the awarding of the honors, many of the guests and 
members of the school enjoyed a swim in the pool, and the day 
was brought to a close — a great day, from beginning to end. 


H. T. Q. 


FIELD EVENTS 


I — Fifty-Yaed Dash 


1 Bagshaw, M. 

2 Proctor, C. 

3 Rose, A. W. 


7 seconds 


II — Shot Put 


1 Sargent, M. 

2 Macfadden, B. 

3 Lewis, M. 


40' 6" 
38' 8" 
36' 2" 


III — Sack Race 


1 Sargent, M. 

2 Hartford, P. 

3 Culver, A. 
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IV — Running High Jump 

1 Qua, H. 4' 4" 

2 Proctor, C. ; Devoe, D. ; 4' 3" 

Drewson, D. 

3 Grannis, R. 4' 2" 

V — Relay 

Won by Kava 


VI — Running Broad Jump 


1 

Bagshaw, M. 

15' 2" 

2 

Spalding, P. 

14' 7" 

3 

Hatch, N. 

14' 3" 

VII— 

1 

Baseball Throw 

Foster, S. 

178' 

2 

Sargent, M. 

138' 

3 

Buckland, B. 

130' 

VIII- 

1 

-Hop Step & Jump 
B agshaw, M. 

32' 

2 

Qua, H. 

30' 10 

3 

Proctor, C. 

29' 11' 

IX — Javelin Throw 

1 Hill, B. 

52' 10' 

2 

DeVoe, D. 

52' 2" 


3 Foster, S. 


X — Hoop Race 

1 Furber, V. 

2 Murphy, E. 

3 Elzea, M. 

XI — Three Legged Race 

1 Spalding P. ; Kimball T. ; 
Rose, A. W. ; Trott, B. 

2 Buckland B. ; Barnard, B. 


THE SWIMMING MEET 

This year’s swimming meet between Cae and Kava was held 
June second. The pool was sprinkled liberally with floating corks, 
and at the first sound of the whistle, all contestants plunged in 
for the initial event — the cork race. 

Kava succeeded in gathering in eighty-one corks to Cae’s 
fifty-one. The dashes came next and were won by Mary Bagshaw 
for Kava. Cae came out ahead in the plunges for distance. The 
double over-arm for form was won by Kava and the side stroke 



CAE BASKET BALL TEAM 



KAVA BASKET BALL TEAM 






CAE HOCKEY TEAM 
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for form was won by Cae. The next event was the water basket- 
ball game. Kava came out ahead with the score of 1-0. The relay 
race followed and Kava again won. 

The flag relay caused much excitement — each girl swam the 
length of the pool, handed a flag to a girl on her team who re- 
turned with it, carefully holding the flag above the water. This 
event went to Kava. 

The audience then turned their attention to the diving. 
Cae won this event. 

Mary Bagshaw, Mary Sargent, and Muriel Elzea, scored 
the highest number of individual points and the meet finally 
ended with the score of 39-18 in Kava’s favor. 


CAE 

Elzea 

Proctor 

Dancause 

Baker 

Subs: 

J. Pratt 
Drewson 
Devoe 


Swimming Teams 
KAVA 

Bagshaw 

Barnard 

Sargent 

Joseph 

Subs: 

Trott 

Rose 

Dyer 


TENNIS 

Saturday, June fourth, the finals in tennis were played be- 
tween Carol Proctor, of Cae, and Barbara Murphy, of Kava. The 
match was very exciting, with excellent playing on both sides. 
Barbara Murphy finally won with a score of 6-3, 2-6, 6-3. 

The tennis teams for 1932 are as follows : 


CAE 

Carol Proctor 
Priscilla Spalding 
Dorothy Drewson 
Harriet Qua 


KAVA 

Barbara Murphy 
Betty Barnard 
Nancy Hatch 
Braunda Macfadden 



GREEN STOCKINGS 

On the evening of Monday, June sixth, the Dramatics 
Classes of Rogers Hall presented the Commencement Play, Green 
Stockings. The play was a modern comedy with a series of 
amusing complications. The heroine, Celia Faraday, who has 
long been looked upon by her family as unattractive and un- 
marriageable, decides to lend glamour to her personality by pre- 
tending to be engaged to a certain Colonel Smith stationed in 
Africa. To complicate matters, Colonel Smith turns up, and the 
rest of the play is concerned with his rapid courtship of Celia. 

The play was remarkably w T ell acted. Special mention 
should be made of the work of Anne Whitney Rose as the de- 
lightful Aunt Ida, and that of Julia Carty as the handsome 
Colonel Vavasour-Smith. Ethel Shenton made a very strong 
part of Mr. Faraday, and Jane Whipple sent the audience into 
roars of laughter in the character part of the conceited and 
pompous Admiral Grice. 

The stage was beautiful with the new curtains in blue and 
mauve, and the thanks of the cast and of the school go to Miss 




Thf. Hero and Heroine of Green Stockings 





Scenes from The Toast 
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Clark for her very remarkable work in making the exquisite 
settings used in conjunction with the curtains of the stage. 


CAST 


William Faraday, J. P 

Phyllis Faraday ) 

Celia Faraday | his 
Evelyn Trenchard | daughters 

Madge RockinghamJ 

Robert Tarver 

Admiral Grice, R.N 

James Raleigh 

Henry Steele 

Mrs. Chisholm Faraday 

Colonel J. N. Smith, D.S.O 

Martin 


Ethel Shenton 

Dorothy Drewson 

Mila Lewis 

...Emmy Lou Joseph 

Muriel Elzea 

Barbara Trott 

Jane Whipple 

Eleanor Murphy 

Sally Foster 

Anne Whitney Rose 

Julia Carty 

...Anne Zimmerman 


The play takes place at the home of William Faraday, 
Faraday Hall, England. 

Property Committee — Mary Bagshaw, Peggy Freshman, 
Janet Tighe. 





A most delightful concert by Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 
was given on Sunday afternoon, May twenty-ninth, at five 
o’clock. This was their final presentation, and included many 
favorites, selected for that reason. We have more than enjoyed 
these concerts this year, and those of us who are leaving shall 
miss them greatly. 


Sonata in A 


Handel 


Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 

Fantasie Impromptu in C sharp minor Chopin 

Mr. Heller 

Chanson Arab Rimsky Korsakoff, arranged by Kreisler 

Siciliano — Rigaudon — Francour Kreisler 

Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 

Polonaise in A flat Chopin 

Waltz Chopin 


Mr. Heller 


Rondino Beethoven, arr. by Kreisler 

The Swan Saint-Saens 

Gypsy Dances Nachez 


Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 





■SCHOOL MOTELS- 

SENIOR PROM 

Saturday, May fourteenth, was warm and clear, a perfect 
day to begin Prom week-end. The long anticipated time was here 
at last ! During the late afternoon the guests began to arrive, and 
soon Prom week-end was well on its way. Tea was served in 
the drawing-room and on the porch, and at six the guests left with 
the promise of more pleasure later in the evening. At eight the 
strains of music could be heard — at nine Prom was in full swing. 
The dining room was effectively decorated with palms, and on the 
wall between the windows a perfect new moon hung, a silver 
moon, softly lighted. The programs were in the shape of stars 
and silver, to match the moon. Marian Chase and her orchestra 
proved to be all that a Prom orchestra should be. At twelve 
the last dance was danced, the last good-nights were said, and 
the guests left. On Sunday afternoon callers were received, and 
on Sunday afternoon it was all ended — ended much too soon. 

J. E. C. 
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On Sunday, May 22, at Vespers, Miss Frances Knapp, Dean 
of Freshmen and Sophomores at Wellesley College, gave a short 
talk. Miss Knapp’s subject was “Growing Up,” and through 
her close association with youth she was able to speak wisely and 
convincingly. Her talk was most interesting and the audience 
regretted its brevity. Afterwards a reception was held in the 
drawing-room, and the guests and pupils had an opportunity to 
meet Miss Knapp. Shortly afterwards, a buffet supper was 
served in the dining room. 

J. E. C. 


CALENDAR OF EVENTS— SPRING TERM 

April 6 — Return to school. 

April 16 — Art Trip to Fenway Court, Boston. 

May 7 — Founder’s Day. 

May 9 — Celebration of Founder’s Day. 

May 14 — Senior Prom Week-end. 

May 27 — Senior supper at Nashua Country Club. 
May 27 — Music Recital. 

May 28 — Picnic at Manchester-by-the-Sea. 

May 29 — Mr. Heller and Mr. Niccoli. 

June 2 — Cae and Kava suppers. 

June 3 — Senior Supper. 

June 5 — Baccalaureate Sunday. 

June 6 — Class Day. 

June 6 — Senior Play. 

June 7 — Commencement. 



ALCIfDNAE 

When Miss Parsons took her trip to California last winter, 
she made it one of her objects to see as many of the old girls as 
possible. In Southern California and Chicago, enough girls could 
be gathered together to make it possible to hold Rogers Hall 
Alumnae luncheons. One was arranged in her honor in Pasadena, 
by Helen Swenson Huntley and Katharine Kessinger Beach, ’10. 
This was the first time that the girls in California had ever met, 
and there were present representatives of many classes from each 
decade of the school’s history. In Chicago, Doris Jones Miller, 
’17, with the help of Elizabeth Ball Dietrich, ’23, and Lesley 
Pope Cook, ’21, took charge of the luncheon, and many of the 
alumnae in the greater Chicago area gathered to see Miss 
Parsons and to hear direct news of the school of today. 

Field Day, 1932, had to be celebrated on Monday, the ninth, 
since a heavy storm on the eve of the seventh made the campus 
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unsuitable for the sports. About seventy-five of the old girls 
returned with their children, but some of them came on the 
seventh, not knowing of the postponement of the holiday. After 
luncheon, a brief business meeting was held with Mary Benger 
Drowne, ’27, presiding. The treasurer made a report of the 
present condition of the fund to be used as a gift to the school 
on the fortieth birthday, and it was voted to send out follow-up 
cards to jog unretentive memories. Again in the discussion, em- 
phasis was laid upon the fact that it is the expression of our 
loyalty that counts, rather than the amount of the individual 
gift. 

Plans were also discussed to hold a “Bridge” in the Hall 
prior to the opening of the school in late September. The Alum- 
nae participation in the celebration of the Fortieth Anniversary 
on October 5th was discussed, and definite arrangements were 
left in the hands of the ‘ ‘ Steering Committee ’ ’ of the association. 
The suggestion had been made previously by Miss Parsons that 
Rogers Hall meetings be held on the anniversary in as many 
centers as possible, where the distance was too great to allow the 
old girls to return to Lowell. In this way Rogers Hall will be 
receiving more publicity of the right kind. 

May 18th, the Philadelphia branch of the Alumnae As- 
sociation held a spring luncheon in York, Pennsylvania, with 
Miss Parsons as guest of honor. 

January 30th, Rosalie Smith, ’20, was married to Mr. 
Chalmer Boorman Traver in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 

April 12th, Bertha May was married to Dr. Col. Hugh 
Bloom in Easton, Pennsylvania. They are living at 518 Porter 
Street, Easton. 

June 1st, Martha Cooper, ’24, was married to Mr. Frank 
Raymond Stocker in Coraopolis, Pennsylvania. 

April 30th, Madeline Fox, ’24, was married to Mr. Butler 
Burrage in All Souls’ Church in Lowell. Priscilla Fox, ’25, was 
the maid of honor. The Burrages are living on Mansur Street, 
Lowell. 

In May, Grace McDougall, ’25, announced her engagement 
to George Leighton Peirce of Belmont, Massachusetts. Mr. Peirce 
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is a graduate of Dartmouth. The wedding will take place 
June 16th. 

January 22nd, a daughter, Judith Orvis, was born to Mr. 
and Mrs. Paul White (Helen Orvis) in Toronto, Canada. 

May 9th, twins, Donald Lawrence and Myra Jeane, were 
born to Mr. and Mrs. Justin M. Uffinger, Jr. (Aileen Lawrence) 
in Summit, New Jersey. 

May 12th, a son, Jere, was born to Mr. and Mrs. August 
Smingler, 3rd, (Mary Sponable, ’25), in Utica, New York. 

May 14th, a son, Harold Stephen, Jr., was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. Harold S. Goldsmith (Barbara Allen, ’22). 

Nellie Steell Plumley, ’99, is now living at 3249 Holmes 
Ave., S., Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Helen Porter Smith is living at 1740 Banning Way, Pasa- 
dena, California. 

Molly Beach, ’07, has the sympathy of her friends in the 
death of her father in February. Molly is still living in Pasadena 
at 676 South Euclid Ave. 

Harriet Coburn, ’95, has accepted a position as House 
Mother at Smith College next year. Harriet will be head of 
Gardner House. 

Gladys Lawrence, ’08, is nursing in the Broad Street Hos- 
pital in New York City. 

Eleanor Bell Stuart, ’14, and her husband took a Christmas 
holiday trip to the Sandwich Islands. They are still living in 
San Francisco. 

Martha Howell, ’19, is working in the Welfare Bureau of 
Pasadena and living at 125 No. Wilson Avenue. 

Isabel Farrington Richards sends a new address: 511 East 
59th Street, Seattle, Washington. “My husband has a position as 
professor of law in the University of Washington.” 

Betty Fisk Brand, ’21, has moved to Albany, New York, 
where her address is 855 Mercer Street. 

Lesley Pope Cook, ’21, and her family have been living in 
Chicago for more than a year. “I have been teaching bridge, 
especially contract, since we moved into town. Charles True 
Adams, who is one of the authorities in this section of the coun- 
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try, took me as his assistant. Last fall Mr. Adams opened a 
studio in the Palmer House and we have a beautiful suite of 
rooms on the twenty-third floor, overlooking the lake. I am in 
charge of all the teaching and the running of the place. In spite 
of business conditions we have been very busy, and it is most 
delightful work, for I am constantly meeting interesting people. ’ ’ 

Alice Brock, ’22, has received the certificate which allows 
her to teach in any of the public schools of New Jersey. 

Eleanor Stearns, ’23, is living during the winter at 52 
South Russell St., Boston, and Betty’s address is 776 South 
Madison St., Pasadena, Cal. 

Aline Phelan, ’23, spent last winter in St. Petersburg, 
Florida. “I much prefer this season in good old New England, 
but still it is fun to watch the pelicans and porpoises from the 
Million Dollar Pier.” 

Eleanor Piper McGrew is living in New York City, where 
her address is 6 Patchin Place. 

Ruth Ferman Snow (Mrs. Burton L.), ’25, is living in 
Evanston, Illinois, at 1320 Chicago Avenue. 

Geraldine Mathes Johnson has the sympathy of her friends 
in the loss of her mother last summer. “My baby has now 
reached the dignity of her third birthday. ’ ’ 

In May, Lucy Prindle was graduated from The Blue Ridge 
Sanatorium Training School for Nurses. The school is located 
in Charlottesville, Virginia. 

Priscilla Ball Martin, ’26, has an apartment at 101 Myrtle 
Street, Boston. 

Josephine Matteson Bedoya and her husband are living in 
Peru, South America at Casilla de Carreo, No. 747, Lima. 

Virginia Swan, ’28, was elected this spring to the presidency 
of the senior class of Connecticut College. Previously, Virginia 
has had many college and class honors. She was president of 
her freshman dormitory, secretary of the Service League, her 
sophomore year, and chairman of its entertainment committee 
and secretary of the Debating Club, her junior year. At the first 
senior meeting over which Virginia presided she had the satis- 
faction of having the class elect Janet to the chairmanship of the 
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two important committees which determine senior activities and 
the choice of all outside lecturers and speakers. Janet likewise 
has been honored by many important class and college posts, es- 
pecially in the athletic activities. 

Mildred Damon, ’29, has been elected to membership in Tau 
Sigma Delta at Syracuse University. This is the highest inter- 
national fraternity in allied arts. 

Anne Fenderson, ’30, completed the secretarial course at 
Miss Pierce’s School in Boston in December. Since then she has 
been acting as secretary to her father in the reorganization of his 
bank in Cambridge. 

Katherine Clapp, ’28, has opened a shop in the Highlands, 
in Lowell, known as Kay’s Shop. She sells all sorts of bakery 
and delicatessen foods, and her shop serves as a women’s ex- 
change for many of Lowell’s good cooks. 

The following alumnae will receive their degrees from col- 
lege this June : Elizabeth French, ’28, and Frances MacBrayne, 
’28, from Radcliffe ; Eleanor Goodyear, ’28, from Smith ; 
Eleanor Nye, ’27, from the University of Colorado; Emily 
Hussey, ’27, from Pembroke College in Brown University; 
Marian Secor, ’28, and Betty White, ’28, from Boston Univer- 
sity; Barbara Smythe, ’28, from Wellesley. 

April 12, a second daughter, Susannah, was bom to Mr. 
and Mrs. William Smith (Elizabeth Clifford, ’21) in West Med- 
ford. 

May 21st, Olive Kimball was married to Mr Norman Car- 
penter in Westport, Conn. 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


LowelV s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 
Best 

Department 

Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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FLOWERS 


Artistically Arranged 



OUR SERVICES ARE ALWAYS AVAILABLE 
FOR PROVIDING AND ARRANGING THE 
CHOICEST OF FLOWERS AND PLANTS FOR 
ANY OCCASION 


FLOWERS BY WIRE ANYWHERE 

Bonded Member Florist Delivery Association 
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We’// Give You a 


Diploma 


It may not be for scholastic success 
» but it will be for Smartness if you 
choose your Summer Apparel at 
The Bon Marche » We*ve frocks for 
every degree of formality » Smart 
Millinery » Footwear » Hosiery » 
and all the essentials to Summer 
Style » Ensembles » » 

Today's Low Prices will sooth 

the murmurs of your Budget ! 


7 LBonJlarcfie 

Merchandise of MERIT Only 
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UNION OLD LOWELL 
NATIONAL 
BANK 

61 MERRIMACK ST.— 41 JOHN ST. 


Wamesit Branch 

421 MIDDLESEX ST. 


OFFICERS 


JOHN L. ROBERTSON, Chairman Board of Directors 
JOHN F. SAWYER, President 


J. Mtjnn Andrews 

Vice-President 

Ivan O. Small Vice-President 

Walter W. Clewobth 

Vice-President 


Paul H. Hartford 

Vice-President 

Albert A. Ludwig 

Vice-President & Trust Officer 
Homer W. Bourgeois Cashier 

Howard Cooper Ass't Cashier 


DIRECTORS 


J. MUNN ANDREWS 
FRANK S. BEAN 
FREEMAN M. BILL 
WALTER I. OHASE 
FREDERIC C. CHURCH 
WALTER W. OLEWORTH 


Lowell, Mass. 
Merchant 
Merchant 
Manufacturer 
Insurance 


Vice-President and Cashier 
PETER H. DONOHOE Lowell, Mass. 
JOSEPH A. GAGNON Merchant 

FRANK HANOHETT Lowell, Mass. 
JAMES J- K ERWIN Attomey-at-Law 


FREDERICK P. MARBLE 

Attomey-at-Law 
GEORGE C. McINTYRE Manufacturer 
H. HUTCHINS PARKER Manufacturer 
HARRY G. POLLARD Merchant 

JOHN L. ROBERTSON Merchant 

WILLIAM L. ROBERTSON Merchant 
JOHN F. SAWYER President 

IVAN 0. SMALL Vice-President 

WILLIAM G. SPENCE, Treasurer - 

Courier-Citizen Companies 
Q BROOKS STEVENS Manufacturer 
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* . * 

Speaking of Laundry 

Service in particular — 


Try our Finished Family Service. 
Everything completely finished — 
ready to use or put away. We 
sew on buttons and dam hosiery. 


Yes, we have Dry Cleansing Services, tool 

For Information and Service to your home 
Call Lowell 5309 

Winchester Laundry Division 




60 PUFFER STREET, LOWELL, MASS. 
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PORTRAITS 

As smartly modern as the Rogers 
Hall Miss...As piquant as her 
personality...As individual as her 
gowns. ..Yet in the restrained 
good taste she demands! 

Special Prices to Rogers Hall Girls 


JBaclu'ach 

1 i Ptofihj Uiftk » of >rZ I 


647 BOYLSTON ST., BOSTON 


LAWRENCE 


LYNN MANCHESTER, N. H. 
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PRINCE-COTTER CO. 

Designers and Creators of Fine Jewelry 
104 Merrimack St., - Lowell, Mass. 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH 


PRINCE -COTTER’S FINE STORE 


OUR SELECTIONS INCLUDE 


Diamonds 
Watches 
Pearls 
Lamps 
Pottery 
Ushers’ Gifts 
Service Plates 
Costume Jewelry 


Platinum Jewelry 
Gold Jewelry 
Glassware 
Serving Trays 
Pewter 

Imported Novelties 
Bridesmaids’ Gifts 
Bridge Prizes 


Sterling Silver 
Silver Plated Ware 
Leather Goods 
Clocks 
Book Ends 
Club Rings 
Prize Trophies 
Smokers’ Sets 


Visit Our Unusual Gift Department 


Appleton National Bank 

174 CENTRAL STREET 


Commercial Banking Safe Deposit Vaults 

Capital $300,000 

Surplus, Profits and Reserves $330,000 
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HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

PLUMBING and HEATING 




vm 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 


Fashion First 


Cherry & Webb’s are members of the Amos 
Parrish Fashion Clinic and are thus able to render 
a fashion service to the women of Greater Lowell, 
upon which they may depend. 

Fashion at low price is the distinct advantage 
one enjoys as a patron of Lowell’s Fashion Store— 


CHERRY & WEBB CO. 


Lowell, Mass. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

DANIEL GAGE, INC. 

AND 

OSTERMAN COAL CO. 


(SUBSIDIARY) 
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Orchids 

Valley 

Gardenias 

Violets 

Corsages — Any Combination 


MOLONEY 

for Flowers 

25 PRESCOTT ST. TEL. LOWELL 1181 


Local Member 
Florist Telegraph Delivery 
Guaranteed Flowers-By-Wire Service 
Decorations — Prices on Request 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

HjouipU (Hmtrtrr-(EUt|Ptt 

AND 

LOWELL EVENING LEADER 

THE LEADING NEWSPAPERS OF MIDDLESEX COUNTY 

SCoturU, iBaaaarljnartta 
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Our SATURDAY MORNING 
SHOPPERS’ LUNCHEON 

Especially planned for “Away 
from home” girls — for it takes 
away that homesick feeling. 

LOWELL WOMEN’S 
EXCHANGE 

24 MIDDLE ST. Tel. 8313 

Compliments of the 

POST OFFICE 

GARAGE 

91 APPLETON ST. 

CHARLES DANCAUSE, 

Proprietor 

SOCIAL STATIONERY 

SMART CLOTHES for 

Dance Orders— Invitations 

Well Dressed Young Women 

May we send you a sample ? 

At Moderate Prices 

F idlers 

57-61 FRANKLIN STREET, BOSTON 

133-137 MERRIMACK ST, 
LOWELL, MASS. 



For Sixty-Three Years Makers of Fine Candies 


Come in and Enjoy Some of Our 
Many Special Selections to be had 
In our Tea Room 

and 

At our Fountain 

CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS • - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 

At the Clock in the Square 
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JAMES WHITTET 

CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER 

19 PLEASANT STREET 


“Your Education Is Not Complete 
f Till You Know What Gives Good Heat ” 


JEDDO-LEHIGH COAL 

IT HEATS YOUR SCHOOL 

E. A. WILSON CO. 


RUBIFOAM 

For the Teeth 

The most delightful, refreshing, 
agreeable and beneficial 
dentifrice ever placed 
before the public* 

It is Wise to Use Rubifoam 


E. W. HOYT & CO. 

PERFUMERS 

Lowell, - - - Maes. 
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TRADITIONAL 

For more than a century S. S. Pierce Co. has 
brought the finest foods from all parts of the world 
to the homes of New England. 

Quality and service, plus good value, have become 
synonymous with S. S. Pierce Co. 

Send for our price list, “The Epicure.” Mail orders 
given prompt, careful attention. 


S. S. PIERCE CO. 

BOSTON 


Compliments of a Friend 
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DEPOT TAXICAB CO. 

THORNDIKE STREET 

Phone 4381 

LOWELL, MASS. 

FREDERICK E. MORRIS, D.M.D. 

TELEPHONE 32 

DENTIST 

Lowest Rates 

Ride with a Responsible Company 

R. W. Markham, manager 

Old City Hall Bldg. 

226 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 

Our success is built on the 
hundreds of satisfied cus- 

L. C. PANTON & SON 

tomers we are serving. We 
just know we can please 
you. 

Just Phone 2414 

Painting Contractors 
Interior Decorators 

BAY STATE 
DYE HOUSE 

40 PRESCOTT ST. 

177 EAST MERRIMACK ST. 
LOWELL, MASS. 

TEL. 6915 


Preferred for Reliability 
Since 1888 

DILLON DYE WORKS 

5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 


Phone 453 
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NINETY YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 
The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 


F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

"Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


VOGUE SHOPPE 

HAIR DRESSING 

Compliments 

of 

MRS. WENDEN 

Harper Graduate 

MACARTNEY’S 


College Shop 

312 Sun Building TeL Lowell 6769 



MECHANICS SAVINGS BANK 
IN LOWELL, MASS. 


204 MERRIMACK ST. 
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WHERE AMUSEMENT 

IS SUPREME 

Always at the 

R.K.O. 

KEITH’S THEATRE 

Stationers 

Gift Shop 

Toy Shop 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

W. J. HOARE 

CAMERON BROS. 

Sea Food of All Kinds 


in its Season 

Wholesale Confectioners 

Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

and 

Fountain Supplies 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

157 MIDDLESEX ST. 

-OUR FISH MAN— 

LOWELL, MASS. 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS 
MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET 
BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

T. A. WHELAN 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 
24 Prescott Street 


LOWELL’S 

LEADING GROCER 

Cor. Central and Church Sts. 



"On the Sunny Side 
of Merrimack Si .* 9 


Kodaks 
Developing 
Printing 
Greeting Cards 


DONALDSON’S 
Camera and Art 
Shop 




ROGERS HALL 

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

On an elevation facing Fort Hill Park, which commands a view of the Concord 
River Valley and the mountains of New Hampshire 


COLLEGE PREPARATORY 
AND GENERAL COURSES 


GRADUATE COURSE OF TWO YEARS 

Electives in Secretarial Training , 

Music and Art 


Carefully Directed Indoor and Outdoor Athletics 


For Illustrated Catalogue Address 

MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS 
Lowell, Mass. 




MRS. KATHARINE WHITTEN McGAY 
New Principal of Rogers Hall 


Mrs. Katharine Whitten Me Gay was elect ed Principal of 
Rogers Hall at the meeting of the Trustees in June, 1932, and be- 
gan her administration at the close of the month. She is a 
graduate of Wellesley College of the Class of 1916. 

Mrs. McGay comes to the principalship as no stranger to the 
school. She taught English and History for three years prior 
to her marriage in 1920. It happened that she lived near 
enough Lowell to enable her to return for school events and 
meetings of the alumnae in Boston. In the fall of 1930 she came 
back to Rogers Hall as Dean and Assistant to Miss Parsons in 
the social life of the school. 

During the past two years Mrs. McGay has made many new 
Rogers Hall contacts. She has had much of the school corre- 
spondence, has spoken to groups of the alumnae in different 
sections, and has represented the school at meetings of the 
Private School and Head Mistresses’ Associations. 

Thus she comes to the school with many advantages in 
addition to a personality and enthusiasm of rare value. Rogers 
Hall may look forward rightfully to increased influence under 
its fourth principal, and all friends of the school wish her success 
in her new administration. 
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Nancy Burke, Editor-in-Chief 
Elizabeth Small, Business Manager 
Miss Ramsay, Faculty Adviser Miss Hill, Alumnae Editor 


LITERARY BOARD 


Sally Duff 
Betty Fowle 
Peggy Freshman 


Marjorie Marshall 
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Mary Elizabeth Stevens 
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OUR FORTIETH BIRTHDAY 

It is difficult to grasp fully the importance and significance 
of a fortieth birthday unless you have actually experienced one. 
Looking ahead forty years, we think of it as an everlastingly 
long time, to be crammed to the full with new adventure and new 
romance. We cast for ourselves a horoscope filled with great 
achievement, wide recognition, and fame; a horoscope brilliant, 
remarkably possible, and utterly glamorous. But when we come 
to look back — shall w r e find those years have been what we ex- 
pected and hoped for? Or will they have been commonplace, 
utterly devoid of the mystery, the expectations which sur- 
rounded them in former years ? 

It seems to us, who are here now, that nearly all the early 
dreams and ambitions of Rogers Hall have been fulfilled. Her 
progress is unquestionable, and she has never once deviated from 
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the high standards and high ideals that were hers on her very 
first birthday. She has been pre-eminently successful, undaunted 
by temporary discouragements, and has found for herself a 
recognized place in the world of education. Her star was set 
high; and it was an elusive star, which slipped away, always 
challengingly, to a higher goal. Rogers Hall, after forty success- 
ful years, is climbing with courageous perserverance to greater 
attainments. 

The alumnae, by their appearance on October fifth, have 
shown us that after five, ten, or even twenty-five years, there is 
still a bond which links an alumna with her school ; that after so 
many years ’ absence, there is still loyalty and school spirit ; and 
that friendships made at Rogers Hall are not easily forgotten. 
They have shown us that the things about Rogers Hall which we 
love are the things that they loved, and, remembering them, still 
cherish. 

A holiday spirit pervaded the Hall that day. Classes were 
over at twelve, and everyone went to her room to prepare for 
luncheon. There were a few misgivings as to what one should 
wear for such an auspicious occasion (for we are forty just 
once), but by twelve-thirty nearly everyone was downstairs 
ready to greet the alumnae. They came on foot, they came in 
buses, they came in eliauffered cars and still they came! Each 
new arrival was properly smiled at, and each (possibly unknown 
to her) became the subject of intense speculation. “She looks as 
if she might have been the upright head of the council ! ” or “I 
bet she was a cheer leader!” However, we all did our best to ap- 
pear as charming and gracious as possible to the alumnae, whose 
approval, as their successors, we were very anxious to have. 

The luncheon was everything a Birthday Luncheon should 
be. The dining room was attractively decorated with flowers, 
and there was a long table for the alumnae, and one for Mrs. 
McGay and the guests of honor — Miss Parsons, Mrs. Rogers, 
and the Trustees. Everyone chatted gaily throughout the affair, 
the alumnae reminiscing, the school engrossed in ardent dis- 
cussion of its own plans, or merely enjoying being a part of the 
celebration. 
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Miss Hill, toastmistress for the occasion, in behalf of the 
alumnae, extended congratulations for the successful achieve- 
ment of the past, their good wishes for the present, and their 
high hopes of greater glory to come. At dessert, she presented to 
Mrs. McGay a huge candle-lighted birthday cake which con- 
tained the alumnae contribution. Mrs. McGay, in thanking them, 
explained that, as voted by the Alumnae Committee, some of this 
money had been used for the redecoration of the drawing-rooms 
and the front hall. 

The first speaker presented, Miss Olive Sewall Parsons, 
principal emeritus, or, as she puts it, “official grandmother” of 
the school, needed no introduction. A Rogers Hall without Miss 
Parsons is hard to imagine. She has done so much for the school 
that we know there will never be a time in all Rogers Hall’s 
existence when she is not remembered with the greatest love and 
respect. She brought back to mind various stages in the develop- 
ment of the school, whimsically recalling interesting details of 
some of the “high-lights” — such as the ceremony of carrying 
the chairs and dishes from the old dining-room to the new. 

Mrs. Edith Nourse Rogers, our Congresswoman, alumna and 
trustee of the school, told us of her years at Rogers Hall, and 
remarked upon the tremendous and rapid progress of the school. 
In the course of her talk, she advised, as a means of developing 
good citizenship in American girls, a growing interest in and 
specific knowledge of the world of politics, and urged us inci- 
dentally to try to become more familiar with the value of money. 

Miss Knapp, Dean of Freshmen at Wellesley, was the third 
speaker. Her talk was principally to the alumnae. She pointed 
out three important ways in which an alumna may be helpful to 
her school for many years after graduation. She suggested their 
becoming acquainted with girls who might possibly come to 
Rogers Hall, and urged the alumnae to visit the school, to see 
the recent developments, and to offer constructive criticism, and 
lastly, whenever possible, to give financial assistance for en- 
dowment. 
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At the close of the luncheon, Mrs. Me Gay thanked the 
alumnae for their returning in such numbers and expressed her 
wish to meet more of them personally. She repeated Miss 
Knapp’s suggestion — that criticism and helpful comment be 
brought to her. She reminded them that they were always wel- 
come, occasion or no occasion, and urged them to visit the school 
whenever in the course of their very busy lives they should find 
it possible. 




CAPRICE 

I’d give you the sky with the wind upon it. . . . 
The naked throat of the wind, 

High and vibrantly singing. 

I ’d find for you the greenest dusk. . . 

Soft and caressing. 

I’d give you candle-light. . . 

And tea from delicate porcelain cups. 

New pages from old books. . . 

New dreams for old ones. 

I’d give you the milky heart of a gardenia. . . 
Old linen and piano keys, 

And satin, helpless in your hands. 

I’d give you happiness 

Tinctured with the vaguest hint of tears. . . . 
And love. 


Nancy Burke, ’33 
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LOVE EXTRAVAGANZA 


There was, in the years now long passed by, 

A knight of a goodly clan, 

And, if you should go both high and low, 

You’d have not found a lustier man. 

His name was Sir Geoffrey, Lord of Lannar, 

And he loved the Lady of Lim, 

And she at the start gave him all of her heart, 

But gradually tired of him. 

Sir Geoffrey was constant, though thwarted was he, 

And went one last time to her door ; 

But she rushed him away, and a page heard her say, 

‘ ‘ Go, Geoffrey, and come back no more. ’ ’ 

‘ ‘ Oh, give me one hour alone, ’ ’ Geoffrey begged, 

“For I love you truly, indeed.” 

“Not one second,” she cried, “for though I have tried 
To love you, I cannot succeed. ’ ’ 

She closed fast the door, but Sir Geoffrey espied 
A vine climbing upon the wall ; 

With one bound he was there, climbing up through the air, 
And so gained the way to the hall. 

Through the great rooms he looked for the Lady of Lim, 
When he suddenly found her asleep ; 

With a swift gesture bright, he kissed her quite light, 

Which broke her sweet slumber so deep. 

She leapt from the couch in a towering rage, 

And cried in her accents so wild, 

“You dare to intrude, knowing well you are rude? 

I’ll show you that I ’m not so mild ! 
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“You think I am only the Lady of Lim, 

Who never could do any wrong ; 

But I dare to kill, so stand there quite still, 

While I sing you my terrible song.” 

Sir Geoffrey was frozen by the look in her eyes, 

And stood there like one in a daze, 

While the Lady of Lim, sang and danced around him, 
Executing an intricate maze. 

And as she was dancing, the knight felt himself 
To change at the song she did make, 

And the Lady of Lim, laughing loudly at him, 
Transformed him into a snake. 

But she laughed much too soon, for he had the last word, 
And for all of her magical toils, 

With a hiss he did take his whole length of snake, 

And crushed her to death in his coils ! 

Peggy Freshman, ’33 


THE WAVES 


Hear ! 

Along the wind-swept coast, 

Like the roar of an angry beast, 

The white-capped waves, rolling high and fast, 
Break upon the rock-bound shore. 


Jean Clark, ’35 
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NUNC DIMITTIS 

The old man lay playing idly with the fringe of his bed- 
spread. His hands were white and hard, and ridged with blue 
veins. He was tired, irritated, and lonely. His bright, efficient 
nurse entered, glass in hand. He hated the woman — cold and 
emotionless, mechanical in every movement and expression. She 
paused, and smiled. He’d never known before that she could 
smile. 

She told him of her afternoon, her hour downtown. The 
throng of gay, blithe-hearted Christmas shoppers — the bright 
displays in all store windows — festoons of holly hanging from 
lamp posts — and ever snow falling, sprinkling with white the 
wreaths outside each door. 

As she spoke, he saw it all. The crowds, joyful, carefree, all 
moved by the same intoxicating spirit. The hustling crowds, with 
smiles on every eager face — the pungent, glorious smell of Christ- 
mas greens — the sharp, crisp, crunch of snow beneath one’s feet 
— the colored lights — dark green trees, cut so short a time before 
in lonely, silent woods, and set down here amidst festivity. Pine- 
needles, and falling flakes — bright, shining eyes, red noses, and 
red cheeks. 

He remembered when he too had gone about with hurrying 
glee; she’d loved it so, this day of days. He saw her even now, 
climbing the shaky step-ladder (he’d always held it loose a bit, 
so it would sway, and he could catch her in his arms when she 
came down) to fix the silver star in its honored place, the highest 
branch of all. And then she’d dance about, and say, “This night, 
I think, is the happiest of my whole year.” He’d thought so too, 
but that was long ago, and she’d been gone these many years. 

He sighed. That day for him held only memories. 

Miss Fiske, the nurse, was speaking still. Her eyes were 
shining — strange, he’d never realized before that she knew 
human feeling. Something, perhaps, in this Christmas spirit 
after all, something he’d never recognized before, or else he 
never would have lost his love for Christmas, and for all it meant. 

He saw, as from a distance, all men stopping in their 
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struggles, their hatreds, their lusts; forgetting foes and money 
and their selfish ends; losing themselves in unexpected joy at 
making others happy; recalling old friends and finding good 
cheer in all they did ; and pausing in their rush of daily life, to 
pay due homage to a Child horn long ago, two thousand years 
before. 

Suddenly, then, he knew himself at peace. 

He smiled, and closed his eyes. He saw her mount the 
swaying ladder, and place the silver star on high, and then he 
held her in his arms, and they two knelt beneath the star, and 
knew its peace. 

The nurse leaned forward suddenly, then rose, her Christ- 
mas) tale still trembling on her lips, and set the unused glass 
down on the stand. She hurried out, leaving him lying there, 
smiling, the white hands with their delicate blue veins resting 
quietly on the counterpane. 


Mary Elizabeth Stevens, ’34 
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THE CHURCH OF MEMORIES 

From the outside, it appeared as though it might easily be 
what the townspeople considered it — a forgotten, ruined and 
crumbling chapel, entirely hidden by the hugh warehouses along 
the river-front. Once a well-kept, well-patronized little church, it 
stood now, a gaping hole in one side from a Confederate cannon 
ball, as the musty sanctuary of innumerable bats, mice and 
spiders. 

The ravages of war over, the people of the town had forgot- 
ten the horrors of the past years by building a new, larger, and 
over-ornate church, with horrible horsehair cushions on the hard 
seats, and elaborate cheap carvings in every available cranny. 

The evening sun filtered gently through the blackened 
windows, once lovely with clear colors, and, sifting down through 
the dust-clogged air, rested upon a v r orn and faded carpet, 
ragged with use, and then with lack of it. Above the altar, and 
through the grime of years, smiled a carved Madonna, her infant 
Son toying with her dusty wooden robes. A mouse crept in by 
the shell hole, and scuttled under the chancel rail. A bat, hang- 
ing upside down from a rusty candelabra, swooped dow T n over 
the sagging pews, and up again into the rafters. 

On the reading desk there lay a forgotten, \v r orm-eaten 
prayerbook, yellowed with the ravages of time, and open at the 
first page, on which w r as written : 

‘ ‘ And My House shall be called the House of Prayer. ’ ’ 

A gentle breeze swept through the musty stillness of the 
chapel. The sun sank, and the building was plunged into a 
velvety darkness. And yet the church seemed full — full of 
ghostly figures of the past. As the night shades deepened, and 
the full moon found a way to shed her light in the deserted 
building, a solemn procession of choir boys, laymen, and priests, 
seemed to move slowly from the shadows to march with silent, 
unhurried passage up through the aisle. No sound recorded their 
presence; no boyish voices rose in hymns of praise; only the 
autumn wind sighed in the eaves, and the little church held its 
service of memories in utter silence, hidden by the warehouses, 
along the river front. 


Peggy Freshman, ’33 
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THREE POEMS 


THE JAPANESE VASE 

A delicate, porcelain vase, 

In color the faintest ivory ; 

And on it, painted by some monkish hand, 
The God Sat-Snmae, 

With a great stomach 
And a very great dignity. 


FRAILTY 

The fierce gold moon, 

Invading Nef er-ti-ti ’s secret garden, 

Forces the silent cypress, 

Standing sentinel by a marbled bench, 

To cast its slender shadow 
Across the velvet grass. 

The fountain, 

A heartless coquette, 

Meets the conqueror with tinkling sweetness. 


TRINKET 

I though my heart a jewel of great price 
And kept it guarded, 

Fortressed, 

Hid, 

But he broke through and plucked it from its bed 
And, ruthless, wore the bauble on his sleeve. 

Betty Fowle, P.G„ 
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DINNER EN FAMILLE 

When doctors and their wives get together for a family 
dinner you might as well resign yourself, if you are my age, to a 
quiet meal of listening. 

Thanksgiving affords an excellent time for my father, an 
eye, ear, nose and throat specialist, and my uncle, a physician of 
the same type, to get together and talk over the medical events of 
the past years to the best of their abilities ; but I might venture 
to say that Christmas dinner affords even greater opportunities 
for such discussions. It is at this time that my three cousins, 
recently having finished their college courses and being fairly 
well along in their hospital interneships, join my uncle and father 
to rally in a royal manner, talking over “the latest case that 

came into the hospital with a hv ic of the mono al. ” (The 

poor patient might as well be at death’s door for all I know about 
the disease, if it is a disease). I sit placidly at the ladened table, 

first listening to the latest invention for removing s, or the 

greatest serum for curing ; then, in turn, to the women 

folks, laboriously discussing the extremely elegant color of the 
turkey or cranberry sauce, the wonderful new recipe for making 
pickled cherry blossoms, or the like, and then the new hats which, 
if one were to believe what was actually said, would look 
atrocious on each and every person in existence. 

Being as interested in one form of conversation as in the 
other, I again return to that of the men, who by this time have 
branched out a bit to the general topic of medicine, with only an 
occasional reference to a “specific case that was in the hospital 
last week,” or “someone who just recovered from similar 
symptoms. ’ ’ 

I shudder when I think of what I experienced at one of these 
family gatherings a few years ago. I was suddenly inspired with 
courage enough to inquire in a weak voice if the men would 
refrain from using such enormous medical terms, which were so 
hard to digest, and talk about something with a more pleasant 
aspect. I was regarded for an instant in marked amazement by 
all the men, and, when the conversation was again resumed, 
although it was not about medicine, it was about the compensa- 
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tion problem in Russia and the price of ducks in Germany, 
subjects that were even more unknown to me than the former. 
I had been brought up on medical terms of great length and 
magnitude, but foreign matters had never crossed my path. 
Fortunately for me this foreign business threw a gleam of light 
on the ailments of some foreign minister which in turn led to 
“a case that came into the hospital just last week.” 

Such is the trend of the conversation at a Christmas dinner 
until the traditional plum pudding is brought in blazing and 
the conversation is turned for a moment of blessed relief to praise 
of its beauty. 

Ruth Grant, ’33 


WORDS TO A JIG 

Oh, I went to the market in a brand new gig, 

I went there to buy a nice, fat pig ; 

But when I got there he wasn’t so big, 

So I came right home in a bright, new red wig. 

Oh, I slipped on a banana and fell on my face, 

I guess I was going at too fast a pace ; 

I lost my position at the head of the race, 

And now I ’m black and blue all over the place. 

Betty Barnard, ’33 


ANSWERED 


I awoke one night, quite late. 

I felt within my crowded brain 
A strange creative urge. 

And so I rose, 

And took a sheet of paper — 

Blank, I hoped — 

And, light dimmed, I wrote, 

Not knowing if my pen would leave 
Its mark or not. 

I wondered if it mattered 
If it had. For is not all 
Writing better thus ? 

The author satisfied — 

The world with less to read? 

This I wrote quite seriously, 

And went again to bed, 

And slept, and woke next morn. 

I looked, and found my paper 
Blank indeed. 


Mary Elizabeth Stevens, ’34 
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“PETIT A PETIT, L’OISEAU FAIT SON NID” 


LA NOUVELLE ANNEE 

De l’an nouveau l’heure est sonnee ! 

Qui nous dira pourquoi le temps 
Dans sa course desordonnee 
Nous emporte tout palpitants! 

La nouvelle annee est vraiment conmiencee 
Et elle nous dira les trop courts instants 
De la destinee des hommes. 

Nancy Burke, ’33 


MON PREMIER ESSAI 

Un poeme en frangais, il faut done que j ’eerive. 

Plutot de le manquer, je cesserais de vivre. 

J’ai reflechi durant toute la lougue unit 

Aux cieux, aux fleurs jolies. et in erne aux plus beaux fruits. 

Mais de le faire, je crains bieu que ue le pourrai; 

C ’est pourtant tres dommage, pour un premier essai. 

Marjorie Marshall, ’33 


LE CHATEAU CHENONCEAUX 

Belles sont ses tours. 

Ses cachots sont extremes. 

Et les jardins qui font les alentours 
Sont une peinture que j ’aime. 

II est situe sur les deux bancs de la Loire ; 

II est magnifique et superbement beau. 

II me semble que tout le monde devrait bien voir 
L’historique et celebre chateau Chenonceaux. 

Sally Duff, ’33 
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WINTER 

When the wind comes howling from the north, 

And the south wind ceases to blow, 

That’s when I’m glad that winter is here 
And the reign of ice and snow. 

When all the birds have flown to the south, 

And the animals go to sleep, 

That’s when I’m glad that winter is here, 

With the cold and the frost and the sleet. 

Elizabeth Ann Parker, ’36 


THE OLD SHOE 

Mary, Queen of Scots, had always been, to me one of the 
most fascinating and utterly incomprehensible women of history. 

I was especially intrigued with the thought of her feet. 
They must have been tiny, proud, high-arched feet, imperiously 
gay, and moving with the lightness of thistledown. 

Then, one day, I chanced to see an “ad” for a certain house 
whose product was “beautiful shoes.” An enterprising adver- 
tising manager — may his soul be damned everlastingly — had 
printed a picture of one of My Mary’s shoes. 

I gasped, shuddered. Could this lump-like object have be- 
longed to, actually been worn by, my Scottish Queen? For, un- 
less cameras lie, my heroine, the delicate, flighty Mary, had 
large, clumping, archless feet! 


Betty Fowle, P. G. 
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IN THE NAME OF CULTURE 


Excerpt from the Gallipoli Gleaner: 


"The spacious and elegant residence of that 
paragon and pillar of Gallipoli, Josiab Bam- 
strom Lank, was the scene of enchanting and 
sumptuous splendor as the cream of our youth 
gathered in a fond farewell to Miss Lucille 


Lank, one of our intellectual lights, who leave* 
tomorrow for a select Young Ladies' Finishing 
School in the East. She will perfect herself in 
the Arts and Letters.” 


Dearest, Darlingest Motherdy : — 

Well, here I am back at school, and really, darling, I don’t 
know why, because dad ’s business is quite too awful, isn ’t it, and 
I appreciate everything you sweet things are doing for me, and 
I am going to write you at least once a week during the school 
year just to prove it. 

The first few days nothing happened, except that one after- 
noon Pat, who never has anything of her own, went sneaking up 
to her room to wash her hair with some of Mary Borden’s special 
tar stuff, and somehow, she got some brown suede cleaner by 
mistake. Of course she tried everything she could think of to get 
it out, but some of the color stayed, and as she is very blond, she 
looks just like a marble cake, and she’s having an awful time, be- 
cause she doesn ’t know whether or not to bleach it because of the 
Danover dance coming so soon, and anyone knows that if yon 
look cheap for that you might as well die because prep-school men 
are so critical. 

Of course, darling, the big excitement of this month, is the 
quarantine, and the inoculasions and cultures and what-not. Of 
course we’re all sorry for Ann, but she hasn’t got it very bad, 
and where she’s worst off is in missing all the excitement. We 
had the inoculasions during lunch on Friday, and of all people, 
Bixby was at my table, and the stories that girl told us about 
people she knew who had died of an over-injection, honestly, 
mother, the one about what happened when the needle broke and 
the glass started traveling around the girl’s insides, — well, all I 
can do is hope she doesn’t tell it in mixed company. 

Actually, the injection itself wasn’t very bad, but in about 
24 hours at least half the girls swelled up with hives or some- 
thing, and the school looked like a colony of lepers. 
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Of course everyone’s all right now, and we’re out of 
quarantine, but it was swell while it lasted, and please mother, 
don’t worry about me, as I always say that worrying after the 
bam door is open will never shoe the horse, don ’t you darling. 
Give my love to everyone, and keep heaps for yourself. 

Yotre adorree fille, 

Lucille 

P.S. Yes, I know it’s not correct to put French in a letter, but 
then if one can’t be at ease with one’s own mother where on 
earth can one ? 


My Angel Mother : — 

Well the big event has come and gone, and really I had as 
good a time as you can expect when you fall absolutely for your 
man, and every dance with someone else besides him is a total 
loss, I mean I actually did think Jim was simply too perfect, and 
my dear what eyes — so sinical, I can see he has been hurt deeply 
by some careless butterfly. But of course mother, I didn’t let him 
know what I thought of him because that would be suaside, but I 
do think he was rather attracted. 

Well two nights before the dance we had inspection of 
dresses, which is so necessary, because there are always two 
schools of thought about the definition of a formal evening dress, 
one being “low neck and short sleeves”, and the other “a rag 
and a bone and a hank of hair”, and when modesty pieces had 
been put in where they’d do the most good, all of a sudden it was 
Saturday afternoon, and there we were sitting in the gym, 
listening to them sing, and trying to pick out our men and then 
it was over, and we were back at the Hall, waiting in line and 
tying ourselves into positive knots trying to see around the 
corner. 

Well, darling, dinner wasn’t much on the outside , but when 
you realize that everyone gets started at dinner — only some of 
the poor things only try — anyway I looked around and there was 
Ann laughing at her man over the edge of her glass as though 
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she were saying something sparkling over champain, only of 
course boarding-school glasses have to he rather thick and mag- 
nifying, so the final effect on her teeth and nose ivas rather witch- 
like. 

Well you can see what it was like, and we went over to the 
gym again for the third and last act of the drama, because I do 
think life is very much like a stage, don ’t you darling ? Of course 
the time went much to fast, but while Jim was wafting me around 
in perfect time, I managed to overhear Janey ’s man saying £ ‘ Little 
girl, I picked you out of those cows the minute I came on that 
stage,” and Janey was looking absolutely mesmerized, the poor 
sap. Madeline was over in the corner being a pal-girl to a boy who 
had thought he ought to be able to dance because he could play 
the drum and I was just trying to figure out how Pat had fixed 
her hair — apparently with a system of bobby-pins which would 
have baffled Marconi or whoever was the man who had himself 
locked up in a trunk — when I noticed that Lee Bouroghs was get- 
ting a wild rush and really it’s funny how soft and velvety a 
near-sighted girl’s eyes can look when she takes off her glasses, 
isn ’t it darling ? 

All of a sudden the dance was over, and everybody was yell- 
ing good-bye at everyone else, and the bus was gone, leaving us 
to gather up the pieces and drag the bodies off to bed, the only 
drawback being that though the spirit was willing the feet were 
weak. Well, everyone tottered back to the Hall, chattering bright- 
ly in hollow groans and as they entered their rooms you could 
tell which ones had a good time by the way they shut their doors, 
— a slam if they got stuck and so on in a reverse rashio. Of course 
the dance isn’t really over, and won’t be for two or three weeks 
yet, but then neither are term-end exams, so no more darling. 

Your 

Trampled Lucille 


RAIN 


As I was walking down the street 
I had to wonder at the heat, 

Which was a sign, it seemed to me, 

A gust of rain was soon to be. 

Hot it had been and the earth was parched, 

As up and down the streets I marched. 

Then, “pft”, is it true 
On my coat of blue 
Raindrops are falling? 

People are calling, 

Running and scurrying, shouting and hurrying. 

Oh, Heavens, my shoe ! 

My heel, it was new ! 

Ah ! blessed store, — 

Now let it pour 

I’m safe and I’m dry, 

And I ’m wondering why 

I simply had to wear my best tie. 

Muriel Harris, ’36 
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PORTRAIT OF SILENCE 

As I lay awake in bed, long after “lights out”, I tried, but 
in vain, to decide on a subject for my English theme due the next 
day. “An Old Woman”. How could I characterize an old 
woman ? I didn ’t know any to write about, and besides, character 
sketches were frightfully difficult for me. And although (per- 
haps) I’d traveled farther than lots of people, I couldn’t then 
think of one specific “Journey” to write about, either. The title 
“Night Landing” rather appealed to me, and, after debating a 
short while, I finally decided to choose it for the subject of my 
theme. But no — with all its possibilities it would be far beyond 
my ability to write anything in the short time I had that would 
do such a fascinating and colorful title justice. 

The next suggestion on the list as I thought it over w r as 
“Doors.” Doors are interesting things! Why hadn’t I ever 
thought of them before ? Think of all the stories doors might tell 
if they could only talk. Somehow, though, my imagination seemed 
to run wild with me there, too, and I thought of many, too many 
possibilities. The room was so quiet that even mv dreams of 
composition were interrupted by the seemingly loud ticking of 
the clock close to my bed. My room-mate breathed softly beside 
me, and was already in far-off lands. The leaves, too, seemed to 
whisper a soft lullaby just outside my window. I forgot my 
theme for just one minute, and was soon fast asleep. “Silence” 
was complete! 


Sally Duff, ’33 


NOVEMBER DAY 


Huge oaks and stately elms 
Stand black and bleak and bare ; 

Here and there stands an apple tree, 

In robes of dull brown leaves 

And apples wizened by the morning frosts. 

Melancholy dampness pervades the air, 

Meadows are still and wet and brown ; 

The vapor of impenetrable haze hangs low, 
Smothering all with its heaviness. 

Marjorie Marshall, ’33 


PRIDE 


Webster deems that 

Pride is Noble Self-Esteem, 

An Elevation of Character which 
Sets us from the Crowd — 

Why not be Proud ? 


Eleanor Nardini, ’33 
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LITERARY CLUB NOTES 

On the shelves of the Literary Club alcove, many interest- 
ing modem novels are to be found. To while away your week-end 
leisure hours, the Literary Club recommends two of its' latest 
additions, Peking Picnic, by Ann Bridge, and The Gods Arrive, 
by Edith "Wharton. 

Peking Picnic is a well-told tale of legation life in China. 
The little group of people comprising the British settlement, all 
with problems to be worked out, set forth on a picnic in the hills 
and are captured by bandits. Excitement, action, and suspense, 
despite the seemingly improbable capture, are none-the-less 
present without the stigma of impossibility. The leader of the 
group, Mrs. Leroy, is an outstanding character. The book won the 
Atlantic Monthly prize offered each year for the first novel of a 
new author. Peking Picnic is worthy of the award if only for the 
strong characterization of Mrs. Leroy. 

Edith WLarton’s The Gods Arrive is the sequel to Hudson 
River Bracketed, but, although it carries on the story of Yance 
Weston and Halo Tarrant, knowledge of the first book is not 
essential to enjoyment and appreciation of the second. 

The author is recognized in the field of American letters as 
a true artist. In her novel, she writes of another artist’s develop- 
ment and temperament, and she writes with a masterly touch. 

The end of the book brings no permanent solution to the 
problem of Halo and Yance. The book has been criticized by some 
because the characters are stumbling in darkness, rising for brief 
moments of flashing glory, and sinking again to deep levels of 
uncertainty and doubt. Mrs. Wharton, however, records those 
human lives, emotions, and reactions as she sees them; and the 
result is a carefully woven bit of human experience. 

Mary Elizabeth Stevens, ’34 

The Literary Club also recommends as a less recent novel, 
another of Edith Wharton’s works — Ethan Frome. 

New England, bleak and barren, is the effective and 
authentic background for Edith Wharton’s Ethan Frome. This 
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is the story of the drab find unfortunate existence of Ethan 
Frome, whose youth, however, was full of forbidden romance. 

Zenobia, Ethan’s wife, is the one drawback to her husband’s 
happiness. She is the silent, stealthy sort of person who sees all, 
but keeps it to herself for some future use, perhaps, in her plan 
of revenge. 

Mattie, young and brimming over with vitality, is the object 
of Ethan’s love and Zenobia ’s hatred. 

The relationship of the two women to each other becomes 
almost unbearable until the climax of the story, which the author 
cleverly relates through the eyes of a friendly and interested 
stranger who unwittingly finds himself in the midst of this Stark- 
field tragedy. 


Dorothy Clark, P. G. 




October 1st 

PICNIC AT THE BAKER’S CAMP 
The first Saturday of the year we had the pleasure of being 
invited to Ginnie Baker’s camp for a school picnic. The camp is 
an attractive place on the shore of Corbett ’s Pond, just over the 
New Hampshire border. There Avere two motor boats to supply 
speedy rides around the lake, with once or twice the diversion of 
a breakdown right in the center. At lunchtime, the hungry mob 
was given hot dogs to cook around a blazing outdoor fire. Salad, 
sandAviches and coffee Avere included in the menu with doughnuts 
and cake for dessert. After luncheon we gathered around the fire 
and toasted marshmallows. When Ave finalW left, it was as a 
sleepy and happy group ; sleepy from the brisk lake air and the 
drowsy fire, and happy from the complete day; and we all 
sincerely appreciate the Baker’s hospitality. 

C. N. 

OUR FIRST SCHOOL PARTY 
The first Aveek-end Ave Avere at school our principal, Mrs. 
McGay, gaA^e us an opening party. It A\*as a great success in every 
way. The new girls had a more “established” feeling after it was 
OA T er, and the old girls felt a great deal more acquainted A\ T ith the 
new ones. Each one helped the other to haA r e the best possible 
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evening. There was an orchestra provided, including piano, drum 
and banjo. Interesting dances in which partners were mixed and 
exchanged rapidly helped to bring everyone together, and the 
ever popular elimination dance was won by Ginny Furber and 
Betsey Hance. 

C. N. 


October 2nd 

MR. HELLER’S AND MR, NICCOLI’S RECITAL 

Sunday, at Vespers, a recital was given by William C. 
Heller, pianist, and Alessandro Niccoli, violinist. We were happy 
to hear them again in their interesting program which was as 


follows : 

Sonata No. 1 in A Major Handel 

Andalusia Sarasate 

Valse Triste Sibelius 

Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 

Nocturne in F Sharp Major Chopin 

Waltz in E Minor Chopin 

Mr. Heller 

Melody Moscowski 

Caprice Viennois Kreisler 

Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 

Fantasie-Impromptu in C Sharp Minor Chopin 

Mr. Heller 

Gypsy Dances Nachez 

Mr. Niccoli and Mr. Heller 


M. M. 


October 9th 

MARJORIE WHITLEY’S RECITAL 

On Sunday afternoon, one of our schoolmates, Marjorie 
Whitley, entertained us with a group of piano numbers. Her 
selections included MacDowell’s “To a Wild Rose”, and the 
Adagio movement of Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata.” 

M. M. 
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November 7th 

ROBERT FROST 

On Monday, November seventh, Miss Hill took a group of 
girls to hear Robert Frost at Liberty Hall. It was a great 
privilege to hear this famous poet, especially since we had just 
been studying some of his works. He himself is very genial and 
informal, and he immediately dispelled any ideas of long-haired, 
wild-looking poets we might have had. He read some of his own 
well-known poems and commented upon them. He urged us not to 
try to discover any ulterior motive in them (as so many of us are 
apt to do), saying that a poem is often a mere whimsicality of the 
author, and has no deeper meaning than is already evident. He 
remarked that poets are sometimes more surprised than pleased 
at finding themselves quoted by an admiring and supposedly 
truth-revealing press as having said something which was far, 
far from their original meaning. Mr. Frost’s own verse is very 
direct, dealing almost entirely with plain New England life, and 
is especially interesting to us who spend our winters in this part 
of the country. N.B. 


November 11th 

ARMISTICE DAY 

Colonel Charles Stevens was our guest speaker for 
Armistice Day. He is a resident of Lowell and has long been 
familiar with Rogers Hall through his wife, who is an alumna, 
and other members of his family. The Colonel spoke to us in an 
informal manner of his personal experiences in the war; some 
were of broadening companionship, others humorous, and all 
were interesting. He told us a great deal about his commanding 
officer, General Edwards, and illustrated the General’s humane- 
ness and fineness in every way. Another incident of great interest 
was Colonel Stevens’ showing us his flag. It was the original 
flag of his regiment, and had flown over Chateau Thierry after 
that famous battle. 

It was a pleasure to hear someone speak to us of personal 
experiences, for it brought the meaning of this day clearer to 
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our minds. We felt more contact with those who had suffered, 
although he did not dwell on that side of the war. He made it 
seem to us a human experience. 

C. N. 


DRAMATICS 

On Friday evening, the Dramatics class presented their 
first two plays of the year. The first was entitled “Safety Pins 
First, ’ ’ and had for its theme the story of a girl who, through her 
admiration for a famous author of travel books, broke her en- 
gagement in order to be free to live and able to roam through the 
world alone. 

The cast was as follows : 

THE GIRL, or MARY ANNE, pretty and vivacious 

Dorothy Drewson 

THE MAN, known to world as Carveth Evans, the 


Vagabond Prince Eleanor Murphy 

BILL, a good-looking college graduate Ethel Shenton 

A WOMAN, decidedly of the middle class Eeygy Freshman 

A GIRL CUSTOMER, with a parcel under her arm 

Theodate Kimball 

MISS ROGERS, middle-aged and flustered Janet Tighe 


The second play was “Elizabeth’s Young Man.” It was a 
sketch of two country ladies whose neice had just married a man 
whom the aunts believed to be insane. The cast was as follows: 

MISS ABIGAIL ORR, as stiff and prim as her name 

Ethel Shenton 

MRS. LANNING, rounder and jollier than her cousin 

Peggy Freshman 

ELIZABETH, the charming newly-wed neice Betty Ohl 

DR. JOHN MARTIN, the really sane husband. ...Eleanor Murphy 

M. M. F 
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November 13th 

VESPER SERVICES 

Sunday, November thirteenth, the Reverend Percy Thomas, 
of Lowell, came to speak to us for our vespers. He spoke on the 
question, “Why is right right?” By showing the variation in 
different countries of standards of society and self-respect, he 
eliminated these causes for world wide acceptance of righteous- 
ness. His theme was that morality is ingrained in nature and 
is a part of the universe. 

We enjoyed hearing Mr. Thomas, and appreciated the 
friendly manner in which he spoke. His theme was interesting to 
all, and we hope he may be with us again at some later date. 

C. N. 


November 20th 

After a complete day of freedom, we gathered informally in 
the drawing-room while Mrs. McGay talked to us about poets and 
read bits of their poetry. It was a perfect ending to a restful day 
to have some of our favorite poets turned into real people for us, 
and to hear some of our favorite poems read. The poets Mrs. 
McGay read included Robert Frost, Carl Sandburg, and Edwin 
Arlington Robinson. C. N. 


November 23rd 

CAE-KAVA HOCKEY GAME 

The long anticipated day of the annual Cae-Kava hockey 
game finally dawned Monday, November 
twenty-third, but promised to be bleak 
and dismal. Spirits were high, however, 
and at noon the Clubs, with flying ban- 
ners, marched into the dining-room. The 
usual exercises of songs and cheers were 
held and concluded with everyone’s join- 
ing in to sing the Rogers Hall song. 

At about two-thirty in the afternoon, the teams took their 
respective sides and the battle began. Because the school was in 
quarantine there were no outside visitors, but the faculty and 
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remaining pupils formed an enthusiastic group of spectators. 
Neither team scored the first half. Due to weather conditions the 
field was slippery and extremely difficult to play on. Several on 
each team fanned the ball beautifully and made spectacular dives 
into the mud, which made the game more than entertaining for 
onlookers who went into gales of laughter. Kava scored the first 
goal at the beginning of the second half, but Cae soon followed 
suit and scored for the maroon and white. The spectators rose in 
excitement at the tie score and each shouted for her respective 
club. The Cae team at last, with only a few seconds to play, scor- 
ed a sensational goal which won the day. Despite the handicap of 
a slippery field both teams played remarkably well. 

A banquet was held that night in honor of the teams and the 
victory was celebrated in grand fashion. The Kava president 
presented the cup to the winning team. Between the cheers and 
songs Mrs. McGav and Miss Breeden spoke to us informally, con- 
gratulating both teams on their sportsmanship. The line-up was 
as follows : 


CAE 

Position 

KAVA 

B. Throckmorton 

LAV. 

E. Preston 

R. French 

L.I. 

J. Grannis 

E. Nardini 

C. 

B. Buckland (Capt.) 

D. Drewson 

R.I. 

D. Clark 

C. Proctor 

R.W. 

P. Neilson 

C. Crafts 

L.H. 

R. Grant 

B. Hill 

C.H. 

N. Hatch 

D. DeVoe 

R.H. 

B. Barnard 

P. Ellison 

R.F. 

V. Furber 

C. McQuade (Capt.) 

L.F. 

E. Small 

V. Baker 

G. 

B. Horton 

Y. Fitz 

L. Dancause 

M. Marshall 

Subs 

E. Murphy 

M. Dyer 

B. Murphy 


S. D. 
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December 3rd 


THE ANDOVER DANCE 

For several weeks the animal concert and dance with the 
Andover Musical Clubs had been the chief topic of conversation. 
When the list of names came over, there was a rush to see if any 
familiar names could be found. Some girls were lucky enough to 
know their partners; others waited and prayed! On the day of 
the event, delirium reigned at Rogers Hall. At noontime everyone 
appeared with freshly washed and waved hair, and nerves were 
at excitement pitch. 

The evening started with a concert at five o’clock in the 
gymnasium. Interesting, and a few familiar pieces were pre- 
sented by the glee club with enjoyable selections by the orchestra. 

After this, the girls and boys trooped back to the Hall, and 

were lined up to meet their partners. 
This was an exciting moment! Mrs. 
Me Gay and Miss McMillan received in 
the drawing-room; after which, dinner 
was served in the dining-room, dimly lit 
by candles. The dance in the evening 
was in the gym, with a five-piece orches- 
tra to provide music. Everyone seemed 
to be having a glorious time, and by 
popular request, Mrs. Me Gay and Mr. 
Eaton kindly consented to prolong the 
evening from 10.30 to 11.00. At that 
time, the boys were forced to leave, and 
we were sorry to see them go. We all had a wonderful time, and 
we are looking forward eagerly to the Return Dance. 

C. N. 



December 12th 

A COMMUNITY CONCERT 

Monday evening, a large group of the girls was allowed to 
go to the first concert of the season, which was held in the Lowell 
High School Auditorium. The concert was given by Jacques 




32 


SPLINTERS 


Fray and Mario Braggiotti, who have been heard over the radio 
in weekly concerts. They played three groups of selections, in- 
cluding some of the favorite classics. The program ended with a 
clever group of arrangements, composed by Braggiotti, of the 
familiar “Yankee Doodle” in the manner of different old masters 
and in the style of Gershwin. This original group was received 
with great enthusiasm by the audience. The people showed their 
appreciation of the whole concert by calling back again and again 
the two pianists, who kindly consented to play several encores. 

After the concert we all went backstage and Fray and 
Braggiotti autographed our programs. All in all, it was a suc- 
cessful and enjoyable evening. 

M. M. 


December 16th 

THE CHRISTMAS DINNER PARTY 

On the evening of December sixteenth, the last night of 
school before vacation, Rogers Hall was suddenly transformed 
from a New England boarding school to a center of Christmas 
hospitality and holiday gaiety. Fires crackled merrily in each of 
the drawing-rooms, and the windows were hung with wreaths. 
Girls began to appear from here, there, and everywhere, dressed 
in evening clothes for the first real dinner party of the year. 
Most of us by then had flung our examination cares to the winds, 
and were enthusiastically exchanging vacation plans. There was 
laughter and gaiety in the Hall that night — and pre-holiday 
chatter, and a very “Christmasy” feeling. 

At six-thirty, the entire school marched into the candle- 
lighted dining-room singing “0 Come, All Ye Faithful. ” At the 
farther end, a long table was arranged for Mrs. McGay and her 
guests, who were present during the singing. After Mr. Grannis 
offered the blessing, we sat down to a delicious Christmas dinner, 
between the courses of which Mr. Heller’s choir boys entertained 
us with Christmas carols. 

The plays were scheduled for eight o’clock, so very shortly 
after dinner we went over to the gym for good seats. The side 
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lights were red and green, surrounded by short branches of ever- 
greens, and a hospitable fire crackled. Promptly at eight the cur- 
tains were drawn on the first play, “Jeanne d’Arc.” It con- 
cerned two soldiers, one English, one French, who both believed 
that at midnight on Christmas eve, the statue of Jeanne d’Arc 
would come to life. Ethel Shenton, as the Englishman, had 
acquired a remarkable cockney accent for the play, and Eleanor 
Murphy filled the part of the earnest soldier from Brittany. 
Peggy Freshman was the noble statue of Jeanne d’Arc, who (in 
accordance with the Christmas magic) , with grace and dignity 
came to life at midnight. 

The other play told the age-old story of the birth of Christ, 
the coming of the Magi, the fear of the shepherds, and the 
prophecies of the angels, “Glory to God in the Highest, and on 
Earth, Peace, Goodwill toward Men.” It was beautifully done, 
besides being beautiful in itself, as Christmas plays always are. 

When the last play had ended and the audience had en- 
thusiastically applauded, the curtain, with definite finality, drew 
to a happy and successful close the first term of our school year. 

n.b! 


34 


EXCHANGES 

SPLINTERS acknowledges with thanks the following 
exchanges : 

THE CIRCLE — The cover design on your Christmas issue was 
attractive and appropriate. 

THE MILESTONE — The originality and sincerity of your ma- 
terial is very worthy of recognition. 

THE QUILL — Your “ Joey” is quite an imp, isn’t he? 

THE MAZE — Congratulations on “An Hour”, and “Vanity in 
Vain”. We enjoyed them both. 

THE CLIO — “The Portrait of a Chinese Gentlemen” was par- 
ticularly good. 

HALCYON DAYS — “The Parting” and “Summer Interlude” 
were both good. We liked your sketch for the Athletic Notes, 
too. 

It would be more than difficult to select from our various 
exchanges the best. That word in itself implies so much, and 
every one of your magazines has many creditable qualities. So 
we have tried to choose at least one outstanding feature from 
each. We do want all of you to know how much we enjoy ex- 
changing. Several schools have not as yet sent us their publica- 
tions, so we shall have to reserve comment for the next issue. We 
sincerely hope that all of your 1933 magazines will be tremen- 
dously successful. 


The Editors of Splinters 



IM0TE5 


Miss Parsons is spending the winter in Italy with her 
friend, Mrs. Isabelle Williams Barney, a former member of the 
Rogers Hall faculty. They sailed early in December by the 
American Export Lines. They landed at Mallorca in the 
Balearic Isles to remain over one boat. “The voyage over was 
comfortable. We had cloudy days, but little rain. Occasionally 
the sea rolled up some turbulent waves that sent some to their 
cabins, but the boat was very steady and comfortable. We landed 
the Friday before Christmas and had a hectic time securing 
accommodations as the rooms supposed to be reserved for us had 
been given to others. Yesterday we had a marvelous drive 
through the mountains and along the coast. It must be heavenly 
when the almond trees are in bloom for it is lovely even at this 
season. Some flowers are in bloom now. My address will be care 
of Banca Commerciale Italiana, Naples.” 


May 28th, Eleanor Chisholm, ’29, was married to Mr. 
Jacques Paul Cadjene in Nashua, N. H. Mr. Cadjene is an 
alumnus of the Lowell Textile Institute and is associated with 
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Iris father in the Lyons Piece Dye Works of Paterson, N. J. 
They are residing at 365 12th Ave., at East 26th St., Paterson, 
N. J. 

June 11th, Ernestine Humphrey, *27, -was married to Dr. 
Matthew John Bachulus, in Pittsfield, Mass. This fall they have 
been living at 20 Chauncy St., Cambridge, Mass. 

June 16th, Grace McDougall, ’25, was married to Mr. George 
Leighton Pierce in Pelham Manor, New York. They are at home 
at 261 South Street, Southbridge, Mass. 

July 2nd, Mary Marvin was married to Mr. Armine Walter 
Laughton in Portsmouth, N. H. They are living in Canaan, New 
Hampshire. 

July 30th, Emily Hussey, ’27, was married to Mr. Henry 
Carvill Haskell in the Unitarian Church in Barnstable, Mass., 
with a reception f olloAving at her home. Mr. Haskell is a graduate 
of Bowdoin College and of the Massachusetts Institute of Tech- 
nology. He is at the head of the Brunswick Mills in Providence, 
R. I., and they are living in Pawtucket, R. I. 

August 26th, Salome Johnston, ’20, was married to Mr. 
Joseph Stanislaus Carreau in the Huguenot Memorial Church, 
Pelham Manor, N. Y. Following the wedding, they cruised along 
the Atlantic Coast in their yacht, and they are now at home at 
935 Esplanade, Pelham Manor, New York. 

September 9th, Dorothy Wright, ’04, was married to Mr. 
Neil Matheson McWharrie in the Unitarian Church of the 
Messiah, in Montreal, Canada. 

September 17th, Kathryn Murphy, ’29, was married to Mr. 
John Walden Bryant in St. Patrick’s Rectory, Nashua, N. H. 
Mr. Bryant is a brother of Barbara Bryant, ’29, and is a grad- 
uate of Phillips Andover Academy, and Dartmouth College, class 
of 1929. They are living in Nashua at 8 Ayer Street. 

October 5th, Marjorie Norris, ’25, was married to Mr. 
Donald W. Proudman at her home in New Britain, Conn. They 
will live at 95 Harrison Street, New Britain, Conn. 

October 8th, Alice Salford, ’25, was married to Mr. Robert 
Colby Milton in St. John’s Church, Lowell, with a reception fol- 
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lowing at her home. They are living in Worcester, at 160 Russell 
Street. 

October 9th, Betsy Beaver was married to Mr. Dudley 
Selden Morgan in Roxbury, Conn. They are at home at Wey- 
mouth Farm, Putney, Vermont. 

October 14th, Doris Martin, ’26, was married to Mr. Gerry 
Keene at her home in Woodbridge, N. J. Carol Martin Prichard, 
’25, and Virginia Bishop Ayers, ’27, were the bride’s attendants 
and Carol’s husband, Charles Prichard, Jr. (brother or 
Katherine Prichard Haskell, ’26), was the best man. The Keenes 
are living at 175 Ocean St., Lynn, Mass. 

November 19th, Margaret Shepard, ’26, was married to Mr. 
Douglas Hanley Foxall in Rochester, New York. 

December 3rd, Virginia Kern, ’27, was married to Mr. 
William Lewis McLean, in Los Angeles, Cal. 

December 26th, Nancy Joseph, ’31, was married to Mr. J. 
Walter Freiberg, II, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

June 28th, a son, Edward M. Jr., was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Edward M. Krech (Virginia Pardee), in Ridgewood, New 
Jersey. 

August 14th, a daughter, Paula Platt, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. Daniel F. Gerber (Dorothy Scott, ’22) in Fremont, 
Michigan. 

August 16th, a daughter was bom to Mr. and Mrs. Richard 
D. Brooke (Catherine Bagshaw, ’29), in Simcoe, Ontario, Canada. 

September 26th, a daughter, Louise Patterson, was born to 
Mr. and Mrs. William M. Clark, Jr. (Betty Murray, ’28), in 
Troy, New York. 

October 7th, a daughter was born to Mr. and Mrs. Horace 
S. Jenkins (Margaret Kip, ’27). 

October 17th, a daughter, Martha Amelia, was born to Mr. 
and Mrs. Theodore Buckley (Florence Towner, ’22). 

November 6th, a daughter, Jane Todd, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. Arthur A. Nichols (Mary Conger, ’29). 

November 30th, a daughter was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
William M. Hiester (Helen Moyer, ’29), in Reading, Pa. 
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Louise Taylor Gerdine returned to America in August. She 
and her daughter Eleanor spent fifteen months in Europe while 
Eleanor studied at Oxford, Paris, Rome and Florence. Louise has 
resumed her residence in Los Angeles. 

Jessie Ames Marshall, ’99, presented her older daughter, 
Blanche, at a tea dance in October at her home, 96 Rockwood 
Street, Jamaica Plain, Mass. Blanche is a Freshman in Smith 
College, living in Gardiner House, of which Harriet Coburn, ’95, 
is now the head. 

Elizabeth Payson, daughter of Dorothy Norton, ’05, is a 
Senior in Smith College. 

Mildred Moses Harris, ’09, and her husband were abroad 
last summer. “We motored through Germany, Switzerland, Paris 
and Deauville and ended up in London. ’ ’ 

Katherine Wilson, ’18, played the lead in “Criminals at 
Large” this fall, due to the sudden illness of Alexandra Carlisle. 

Mary Walker Hart, ’09, and her husband have bought a 
home in Grosse lie, Michigan. Mr. Hart owns a newspaper there. 

Pauline Crissey Jones has the sympathy of her friends in 
the death of her husband in an automobile accident in the fall. 

Charlene Dean Bartlett writes that she is again working in 
the English department at Harvard. 

Mollie Goodwin, ’29, is a Senior at Smith College after 
having had a successful “Junior Year” in France. After she 
received her credits from the Sorbonne in June, she and her 
grandmother traveled in Europe and England. 

Mary Imbrie, ’29, won the Founders Day Honors at Sweet 
Briar College this fall as she did last year also. At Commence- 
ment, her name was read as the head of the Junior Class, for 
she had the highest average in the class for the first three years. 

Barbara Hadley, ’31, daughter of Alice Faulkner Hadley, 
’02, is a sophomore at Smith College. She and Nancy Joseph, ’31, 
were both on the Honor List of the College for their first year. 

The class of 1932 is represented in college by Margaret 
Clark, Harriet Qua, Nancy Smythe in Wellesley, and Priscilla 
Spalding and Josephine Pratt at Connecticut College. Harriet 
and Nancy are rooming together and Margaret is in the same 
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house. Sally Foster is in Clairbois, a small French school near 
Paris, and during the holidays she visited Spain and Morocco. 
Phyllis Hartford has entered the Lesley School in Cambridge. 
Mary Sargent has gone to the Madeira School in Washington, D. C. 
Julia Carty is taking a secretarial course in Portsmouth, N. H. 
Ann Whitney Rose has entered New College, a branch of Teach- 
ers College in New York City. Barbara Trott is taking a secre- 
tarial course in Boston. Mila Lewis is at home in Groton, inter- 
ested in Social Service. 

Helen Melchers Mollema, ’25, has a new address, 5400 Green- 
wood Avenue, Chicago, 111. Her husband is one of the architects 
for the World’s Fair buildings. 

Amelia Jordan has a new address for she and her mother 
have moved to Boston and are living at 20 Lime Street, Suite 33. 
She urges all her friends to come to see her and says her tele- 
phone number is Lafayette 4183. 

Barbara Buckland, ’32, Rosemary Mehan, ’31, Bettie Kuhn 
and Eleanor Smith are in Rogers Hall this year. Barbara and 
Rosemary are taking the intensive secretarial course, and Bettie 
and Eleanor are candidates for the senior class. 

Martha Jean Mach old (Emily, ’30), is the only new sister 
entering school this year, and there are two cousins, Ruth 
French (Elizabeth, ’28) and Mary Murphy (Barbara, ’33). 

Florence Harrison, ’02, writes that she will be in Hartford, 
Conn., until July 1st, assigned to special field work for the 
League of Women Voters. 

Virginia Rogers, ’27, is continuing her dramatic work in 
which she majored in Wheaton. Last summer she played the title 
role in Rachel Crother’s play, “He and She” in the Marble- 
head Little Theatre, given by Marie Ware Laughton’s class in 
acting. 
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There’s REAL Satisfaction in Our 

‘ ‘ IV or Id Beater ' ’ 

SILK HOSE 

59c 2 f 0 a r irs $ijo 

Pure Chiffon Silk Hose of superb quality— Full 
Fashioned to fit perfectly, giving slender ankles 
—Daintily finished with picot tops, French 
heels and cradle feet. 

Also SERVICE Weight 
with Lisle Tops 



Merchandise of MERIT Only 
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FLOWERS 

Artistically Arranged 


Orchids 


Qardenias 

filies of the V alley 


OUR SERVICES ARE ALWAYS AVAILABLE 
FOR PROVIDING AND ARRANGING THE 
CHOICEST OF FLOWERS AND PLANTS FOR 
ANY OCCASION 


FLOWERS BY WIRE ANYWHERE 
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THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell' 's 
Biggest 

Busiest and 

Best 


■ 



Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 


AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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UNION OLD LOWELL 
NATIONAL 
BANK 

61 MERRIMACK ST. — 41 JOHN ST. 


Wamesit Branch 

421 MIDDLESEX ST. 


OFFICERS 


JOHN L. ROBERTSON, Chairman Board of Directors 
JOHN F. SAWYER. President 


J. Munn Andrews 

Vice-President 

Ivan O. Small Vice-President 

Walter W. Clewobtii 

Vice-President 


Paul H. Hartford 
Vice-President 

Alrert A. Ludwig 

Vice-President & Trust Officer 
Homer W. Bourgeois Cashier 

Howard CoorER Ass’* Cashier 


DIRECTORS 


J. MUNN ANDREWS Lowell, Mass. 
FRANK S. BEAN Merchant 

FREEMAN M. BILL Merchant 

WALTER I. CHASE Manufacturer 

FREDERIC C. CHURCH Insurance 
WALTER W. CLEWORTH 

Vice-President and Cashier 
PETER H. DONOHOE Lowell, Mass. 
JOSEPH A. GAGNON Merchant 

JAMES J. KERWIN Attomey-at-Law 


FREDERICK P. MARBLE 

At tom ey-at-Law 

GEORGE C. McINTYRE Manufacturer 
H. HUTCHINS PARKER Manufacturer 
HARRY G. POLLARD Merchant 

JOHN L. ROBERTSON Merchant 

WILLIAM L. ROBERTSON Merchant 
JOHN F. SAWYER President 

IVAN 0. SMALL Vice-President 

WILLIAM G. SPENCE, Treasurer 

Courier-Citizen Companies 
C. BROOKS STEVENS Manufacturer 
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PRINCE-COTTER, Jewelers 

Designers and Creators of Fine Jewelry 
104 Merrimack St.. - Lowell, Mass. 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH 

PRINCE -COTTER’S FINE STORE 


OUR SELECTIONS INCLUDE: 


Diamonds 

Watches 

Pearls 

Lamps 

Pottery' 

Ushers’ Gifts 
Service Plates 
Costume Jewelry 


Platinum Jewelry 
Gold Jewelry’ 
Glassware 
Serving Tray’s 
Pewter 

Imported Novelties 
Bridesmaids’ Gifts 
Bridge Prizes 


Sterling Silver 
Silver Plated Ware 
Leather Goods 
Clocks 
Book Ends 
Club Rings — Pins 
Prize Trophies 
Smokers’ Sets 


Visit Our Unusual Gift Department 



PORTRAITS 

As smartly modern as the Rogers 
Hall Miss. ..As piquant as her 
personality... As individual as her 
gowns. ..Yet in the restrained 
good taste she demands! 

Special Prices to Rogers Hall Girls 



647 BOYLSTON ST., BOSTON 
LYNN MANCHESTER, N. H. 
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Appleton National Bank 

174 CENTRAL STREET 


COMMERCIAL BANKING 
SAFE DEPOSIT VAULTS 
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT 


Compliments of 

Daniel Gage, Inc. 

and the 

Osterman Coal Co. 

Manufactured Ice Natural 

Everything in Hard Fuel Heating Oils 
Combustioneer Automatic Stokers 
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HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

PLUMBING and HEATING 
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TRADITIONAL 

For more than a century S. S. Pierce Co. has 
brought the finest foods from all parts of the world 
to the homes of New England. 

Quality and service, plus good value, have become 
synonymous with S. S. Pierce Co. 

Send for our price list, “The Epicure.” Mail orders 
given prompt, careful attention. 

S. S. PIERCE CO. 

BOSTON 


COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

* 


Jackson Street Lowell, Massachusetts 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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LAUNDRY and 
DRY CLEANING 


RUBIFOAM 

For the Teeth 



IT IS WISE TO USE RUBIFOAM 

Serving Rogers Hall 
for 14 Years 


E. W. HOYT & CO. 



LOWELL, MASS. 

PHONE 



LOWELL 5309 


Stationers 

WINCHESTER 

LAUNDRY 

60 PUFFER STREET 
LOWELL 


Gift Shop 

Toy Shop 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 



108 MERRIMACK ST. 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS 
MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 30YLSTON STREET 
BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 
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CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - • SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 

At the Clock in the Square 


COAL 

COKE 

FUEL OIL 

CEMENT 


IRON FIREMAN COAL STOKERS 
DELCO OIL BURNERS 

AMEROIL RANGE BURNERS 
THERMOSTATS 


E. A. WILSON CO. 


700 BROADWAY ST. 


8 MERRIMACK ST. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

ICotupll <£ouripr-(!Iiti£pn 

AND 

LOWELL EVENING LEADER 

THE LEADING NEWSPAPERS OF MIDDLESEX COUNTY 

3 Gomel!, ffiasHarhuertts 
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Orchids - Valley Gardenias - Violets 
CORSAGES— ANY COMBINATION 

MOLONEY, for Flowers 

„ 25 PRESCOTT ST., TEL. LOWELL 1181 

Local Member 

Florist Telegraph Delivery 

Guaranteed Flowers-by-Wire Service 

Decorations — Prices on Request 

For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 

Compliments 

of the 

RENDEZVOUS 

COSTUMES and WIGS 

For All Occasions for Rental 

At Reasonable Rates 

HAYDEN COSTUME CO. 

786 Washington St. 

BOSTON HAN cock 4346 

Our Only Boston Address 

( 

Compliments 

of a 

Friend 

ALL HEATED CARS 


OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI CAB CO. 


TEL. 



MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 

PROMPT COURTEOUS SERVICE E. J. Reilly, Mgr. 
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NINETY-THREE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 

The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 

F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Compliments of the 

POST OFFICE 
GARAGE 

91 Appleton St. 

Charles Dancause 

COMPLIMENTS OF 

T. A. WHELAN 

LOWELL’S 

LEADING GROCER 

Cor. Central and Church Sts. 


Kodaks 
Developing 
Printing 
Greeting Cards 

DONALDSON’S 
Camera and Art 
Shop 

"On the Sunny Side 
of Merrimack S/." 


LUNCH or FEAST 
NARDINI’S 

Always Open 
CONCORD, N. H. 


THE McKEON 
HAIRDRESSING SHOPPE 

209-210 SUN BUILDING 

For Service and Satisfaction in All 
Branches of Hairdressing. 

CALL 1387 
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Fine Cutlery 

Fine Plane Goods 

at 

THE THOMPSON 

HARDWARE CO. 

Tel. 156—157 

Compliments of 

Batchelder, Snyder, Dorr 
and Doe 

Producers of Fine Foods 

BOSTON, MASS. 

VOGUE SHOPPE 


HAIR DRESSING 

Compliments 

MRS. WENDEN 

of a 

Harper Graduate 

Friend 

312 Sun Building Tel. Lowell 676 


Compliments 

Compliments 

of 

of a 

Newmarket 

Friend 

Manufacturing Co. 



JAMES WHITTET 

CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER 


19 PLEASANT STREET 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


Compliments of 

Mechanics 

Savings Bank 

in 

Lowell, Mass. 

204 MERRIMACK ST. 

Compliments 

of 

Dr. Boyden Pillsbury 

CAMERON BROS. 

Visit the New 

Wholesale Confectioners 

Vivian’s Beauty Salon 

and 

New Location, 

Fountain Supplies 

36 CENTRAL STREET 


Vivian Germain, Prop. 

157 MIDDLESEX ST. 

Mr. Stewart 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Irene Herbert 


Hats 

Dresses 

Bags 

Hosiery 


MISS HOWE 

Exclusive Apparel 

183 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. 1474 
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John Sexton & Co. 


W. J. HOARE 


Sea Food of All Kinds 
in its Season 


Manufacturing 
Wholesale Grocers 

Quality Since 1883 


Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

—OUR FISH MAN— 


CHICAGO BROOKLYN 


BAY STATE DYE 
HOUSE 

HOWE STREET 

Tel. 4121 We Call aiul Deliver 


The Largest and Most Selective Stock of 


FURNITURE, RUGS 
and DRAPERIES 



PRESCOTT, COR. CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 
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The Fuel 

“Your Neighbors Know ” 

USED IN MORE THAN 
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Commencement Seniors Excitement Congratula- 
tions Good-byes Commencement, with all it implies for 

Seniors, has come at last, after months of effort, of striving for a 
seemingly far-off goal. Today we reach the climax of the first act 
of our own play — a play filled with laughter, sprinkled with 
only a slight element of tragedy, no doubt, and arriving at last 
at a happy, unsurprising, and natural conclusion. 

Since the curtain was first drawn, many characters have 
entered our lives, some of them to remain forever, some to slip 
away as suddenly as they arrived. In the course of the first act 
we have found some truly worthwhile treasures. These friends, 
whom we have found ourselves, whom we have discovered among 
the flitting characters and the changing scenes, are the ones who 
mean the most to us. Their lives inspire us and their beliefs 
encourage us. No life can stand alone, nor can anyone, however 
strong in body or mind, say that he himself was the sole builder 
of his career. Real friendship is something delicately intangible, 
yet so deeply rooted that it can never be actually destroyed or 
forgotten. 
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Today, some of us part, perhaps never to meet again, but 
the memory of these days we have spent together should remain 
a precious heritage, and we are thankful for a year, fleeting 
perhaps, but beautiful in its entirety. 

So, as we leave to make ready for the second act, we stand 
aside, to wave good-bye, and watch another play begin. Some of 
the undergraduates are taking our places — those places -which 
belonged so entirely to us. 

Let them live all that we have lived, in this one short year. 
Let them strive — as we did. Let Time not slip by them, like 
quicksilver through their fingers, but let them grasp it, and drink 
in all the beauties, all the happiness of a Senior year. May their 
“first act” be as successfully completed as ours, and as filled 
with close friendship, deep sincerity, and light, frivolous 
laughter. And may they finally come, as we did, to the utter 
realization of all a “Senior year” may mean. 







DANCE OF THE SPRING 

They called it Dance of the Spring — 

But figures three, 

Swayed by the winds of the varying melody, 

Were scarcely dancing; 

Rather they were part of a rapturous harmony, 
Expressing joy. 

The first, clouded in tissues of morning hues, 

Seemed like the Sunrise, radiant, sublime ; 

The second, flowing in symphonic green, 

Moved as the sun-kissed ripples 

On a brook, whose banks 

Are crowded with the thirsty flowers, 

Stooping to drink* 

The last, robed in the violets of evening’s shade, 

Softly mysterious, swayed with the stillness of motion 
Found when day 
Borders on the dusk. 


Peggy Freshman, ’33 
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A STATUE IN ICY CLEAR CRYSTAL 

A statue in icy clear crystal — 

Her arms uplifted, 

She holds the cup into which the w r aters of Heaven have poured. 
Overflowing, 

They fall like sparkling dew-drops 
Onto her upturned face — 

A crystalline vision of pure beauty. 

I gaze till all earthly tumult is forgotten ; 

Far off I seem to hear the bell-like call 
That her voice might he, 

And soaring, 

My spirit follows its words — Beauty — Pure, Clear, Abstract — 
To lofty heights. 

Slowly it flutters back, 

And I stand gazing now 

Through the statue to the world beyond. 

Now the flashing sunbeams, 

Darting through that figure, 

Cast a radiant mystery over the everyday world. 

Janet Gould, ’33 
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DUSK 


Dusk 

With her petal-like finger tips 
Traces shadows ’cross the lawn, 

And stoops 

To kiss the smiling lips 

Of an evening primrose newly bom. 


SPECTRES 

Fiendishly they dance 
On silver-flooded nights 
Outside my window sill — 

These ghostly spectres of the past, 

Dancing wildly in the moonlight. 

Phantom symbols 

Of loves now dead 
Of dreams achieved 
Of hopes long vanished. 

They return 

Laughing and taunting 
Swirling and murmuring 
Living and dying 
To haunt my memory. 

Nancy Burke, ’33. 

From “Growing Pains,” 

Winner of Poetry Prize. 


6 


MADE IN HEAVEN 

(Based upon a true incident) 

The five women sipped their tea, as they sat idly discussing 
a recent novel. Mrs. Lane condemned it, because she firmly be- 
lieved that its big emotional scene was impossible. 

“No one can convince me,” she declared flatly, “that Jock 
could have been thrown off that freight train while it was going 
eight— ty miles an hour, and then land on the bank without a 
scratch.” 

“You’re probably quite right, Eleanor.” Mrs. Endicott 
spoke in her habitual, amused, authoritative tone. “I happen, 
however, to have had a rather odd experience of that kind my- 
self. Two years after I graduated from Vassar my father died, 
leaving me with no near relations, and no one whom I particu- 
larly wanted to marry. As I had very little money and literally 
nothing to do, I gladly accepted a position which one of my 
friends got for me in a St. Louis grammar school. 

“I found lodgings at a respectable family boarding house 
and went happily to work. Everything moved along most 
smoothly until the early part of June, when the weather turned 
suddenly hot — a sickening, brazen heat which, as we walked, 
seemed to beat us into the pavement. 

“On the afternoon of the twelfth of June the heat, which had 
been steadily increasing all day, seemed to come to a boil. As I 
had always lived on the east coast, it seemed intolerable to me, so 
I sent my pupils home early, finished what little work I had to 
do, and arrived home at about four-thirty. 

‘ ‘ I found the house deserted, the boarders were all away, and 
the proprietress was still downtown on her daily shopping tour. 
This pleased me, as I found in it a heaven-sent opportunity to 
dawdle restfully through my bath. (The “Just Like Home” 
boasted but one bathroom. ) 

“I ran the tub full of hot water, undressed in a leisurely 
manner, and stood for some moments gazing at the sky, which 
had changed in some subtle way which I cannot describe. The 
color — a curious molten hue — should have warned me, but I 
happily climbed into my bath and lay bobbing about in utter 
bliss. 
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‘ ‘ I had opened the door to get a draft through the room, and 
my first inkling of any danger occurred when a sudden angry 
gust of wind slammed it shut with a bang which caused me to 
sit bolt upright. Then the tornado struck. The window was torn 
out, the walls rocked crazily; the floor buckled. The whirlwind 
had seized the house in its maw, and was shaking it as a terrier 
shakes a rat. 

“Suddenly, with a deafening crash, the building collapsed, 
and I, still seated in my bath-tub, and clutching the sides with a 
death-like grip, fell with it. I had that horrible sickening feeling 
that comes when in dreams one jumps from a high building. I 
could not believe my senses. 

“It was soon brought home to me, however, that it was in- 
deed I who was suffering this painful indignity. For, with a 
prodigious bump which drove my spine up into my teeth, my 
little craft came to rest. Broken beams and lathes closed in above 
me, and with a final, benedictory rain of plaster, all was still. 

“I heard a strange, cracked voice shrieking for help, and it 
was some minutes before I recognized it as my own. Pulling my- 
self together w T as no easy matter, but at length I quieted, and took 
stock of my situation. I was seated upright in a bath-tub filled 
with water, still warm, though, on account of the dissolving 
plaster, it was rapidly becoming of a mush-like consistency. I 
fought down a wild surmise that ceilings were made of plaster of 
Paris, and I would be hardened in. 

‘ ‘ Two big beams had met over my head in such a way as to 
form a tent -like cavity just big enough for me and my container. 
I explored every nook and cranny with my hands — there was no 
way out. The air was good and I did not fear suffocation. But I 
must get out. I could not stand upright, but by much shifting of 
my bruised body, I attained a position from which I could push 
against the beams. I shoved and struggled for several minutes 
before admitting that it was useless — I could not budge them. 
Inching painfully about again, I resumed my former position. 
And then it was that the full horror of my position struck me. 
I was buried alive in the bath-tub, and — the crowning blow to my 
maidenly soul — I was stark naked ! 

“Simultaneously with this revelation I heard a faint male 
voice yelling, ‘Anyone home?’ 
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“ ‘Here — here/ I cried, jumping up and bumping my head 
smartly. 

‘ ‘ ‘ Where ? ’ — I could hear the crunch of debris as he fumbled 
toward me. 

“ ‘Here — more to the right — that’s right — oh, thank God 
you ’ve come ! ’ 

“ ‘ I see. Now you just keep still, and I ’ll have all this truck 
off you in a jiffy, ’ 

“He commenced dragging and lifting, and I ‘just kept still’ 
and pondered how in the world I would break the news to my 
rescuer. For it was obvious that I must tell him. I couldn ’t burst 
upon him like Venus from the bath, because I hadn’t even the 
advantage of a rosy cloud. How should I do it? 

“ ‘Mister, I haven’t anything on!’ No, that wouldn’t do, — 
no finesse, and besides, I shouldn ’t call him ‘ Mister. ’ 

“ ‘Sir, have you a sister?’ No, too roundabout. 

‘ ‘ ‘ Oh, by the way, m ’am, anyone else under here ? ’ 

“ ‘No, — I was alone in the house.’ 

“ ‘That’s good. Guess if they were here they’d be dead by 
now. ’ 

“ ‘I wish I were dead,’ I thought wildly. ‘How am I going 
to tell the brute ? ’ 

“But I needn’t have worried. By shifting the top beam and 
by carefully pushing aside a part of the wall, my hero at last 
made an opening at one end of my tomb. 

“ ‘Here, m’am,’ he cried jubilantly, ‘I think this will be big 
enough for you to get out. . . Here, I’ll come in and help you. .’ 

‘ ‘ ‘ Oh, no sir ! ’ I cried in consternation, ‘ Don ’t come in — 
please don’t!’ 

“But he had already started in, and I froze motionless in 
my tub. 

“ ‘That’s all right,’ he cried heartily, ‘No trouble at all — 
Where are you?’ I could hear him groping in the inky black- 
ness. His hand must have struck the tub, for all of a sudden he 
shouted, ‘ Good God, a bath-tub ! I wonder ! ’ 

“Then there was a sharp silence. I kept perfectly still as he 
retreated slowly through the opening. He disappeared for a 
moment, and then his face was back at the hole. 
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“ ‘I say, m’am — you may think me impertinent, but — well, 
have you anything on ? ’ 

“ ‘No’, I quavered. ‘You see, I was taking a bath, in fact, 
I ’m still in the tub ! ’ 

“ ‘Gosh!’ he breathed reverently. Then ‘Say, are you very 
big?’ 

“ ‘N— No.’ 

“ ‘Well, I am. So here’s my coat. It’s just a suit coat, but 
it ’s sure better than nothing. ’ 

‘ ‘ I snatched the coat he handed to me, and struggled into it. 
Then I crawled out through the opening into the blessed air. 

“I stood up, clutching the coat around me. It was a scene of 
the wildest desolation, but I didn ’t notice it then. I had eyes only 
for the giant who had rescued me. There he stood, six feet four 
of the most attractive man I had ever seen. And there I stood, 
torn and grimy, wrapped in a Norfolk jacket which came half 
way to my knees. Not a muscle of his face moved. 

‘ ‘ ‘ Madam, ’ he said, advancing a courtly elbow. ‘ Could I 
show you to a cab ? ’ 

“I seized his arm, and, without even a thank you on my 
part, we marched, in the greatest dignity, to one of the two 
untouched houses on the street. The owner, a kind, motherly 
soul, rushed out at me. 

“ ‘Dearie,’ she shrieked. ‘Look at you, why you’re a sight! 
You’re dripping! And your legs, why you haven’t on any stock- 
ings ! ’ 

“ ‘No, m’am,’ broke in my cavalier gravely. ‘She hasn’t a 
thing on but my coat.’ Then, to me, ‘I’ll call for it later.’ With 
that he turned and walked briskly down the street ! ’ ’ 

Mrs. Endicott sat back. There was a general relaxing of 
tensed muscles throughout the room. Miss Hall, in whose virgin 
heart lurked an incurably romantic curiosity, hurriedly drained 
her lukewarm tea. 

“But, dear Mrs. Endicott,” she twittered, “Didn’t you ever 
see him again?” 

Mrs. Endicott smiled. 

“Oh, yes. His name was Phil Endicott.” 

Betty Fowle, P.G. 
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APPLE BLOSSOMS 


In an apple orchard near 
Stand rows and rows of trees; 

White and fluffy they appear, 

Scarce stirring on the breeze. 

Their perfume sweet comes toward me, 

I feel its soft caress ; 

With pink and white it's tinted — 

This breath of loveliness. 

The dark green leaves are hidden, 

Each bough a corsage wears; 

0, Spring, your offering bountiful 
Makes the world forget her cares. 

Marjorie Marshall, ’33. 


NIGHT 

She comes tiptoeing to the world, 

Her shoulders wrapped in a soft fragrance of apple blossoms; 
Around her neck and from her arms, 

Sparkle a myriad of stars, and 
In her soft fragrant hair is caught 
A slender crescent of a moon. 


Janet Tighe, ’34 
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LADY-SLIPPER 

The card had stood for two weeks on Diana ’s dressing-table, 
propped up against one of the slender candlesticks. The fact 
that every so often it slipped on the glass top, and had to be 
re-set against its support, only served to remind her of the com- 
ing event. 

“The honor of your presence is requested by Lord and 
Lady Savbrook for dinner, May twenty-seventh, nineteen hun- 
dred and ten, at eight-thirty o’clock.” 

Diana had complied with the R. S. V. P., and was still 
wondering if she had worded it correctly. 

“Miss Diana Bromwood accepts with pleasure ” 

“Will it be the gold or the turquoise to-night, Miss Brom- 
wood?” Jenny, smiling and curtseying at the door. 

Diana turned from studying her reflection in the glass to 
face her maid. 

“Neither, Jenny,” she answered, smiling. “Look, I bought 
a new one today. Mariot’s. Isn’t it gorgeous?” She flung open 
a box lying on her bed, and from its tissued depths drew a cloud 
of misty chiffon, colored like the inside of a Chinese bowl that 
might be gray, and yet looked pink when the light touched it, or 
purple when the shadows caressed its depths. Simple, classic 
in design, with a high neckline and long filmy sleeves, its charm 
was accented by a knot of velvet pansies at the belt. 

“It’s beautiful, Madame, beautiful,” sighed Jenny, her 
eyes wide with awe at so much loveliness. “And the color — 
so becoming to Madame. The silver slippers, Madame? They 
are so delicate — so small — ” 

‘ ‘ Too small, ’ ’ Diana decided some time later. She had been 
sitting nearly an hour at Lady Saybrook ’s boring and elaborate 
dinner. Her nearest neighbor, a Baron Somebody-or-other, sat 
on her right, and called her “my dear,” and ogled her blond 
fairness in a w’ay that made her shudder. He also had abomin- 
able table manners. Diana loathed people who gobbled. On 
her left was a young lieutenant on leave, Theodore Mitchell, 
too obviously placed next to her. Diana could not decide how he 
ever got to be lieutenant in the navy. “He must have done it 
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on his good looks,” she thought. “He certainly is striking.” 
Miss Bromwood devoted herself to the excellent sherry. 

Diana did not enjoy dinners. She hated her companions, 
and the slippers were really uncomfortably tight. “Thank 
heaven for long skirts,” she breathed, and eased her aching right 
foot out of its enclosure. The relief was immense, and as the 
left foot followed the right’s advice, she was actually able to 
smile at the Baron, which caused that man to ogle even more. 

The dinner went on, and salad was served. Diana was en- 
joying herself, now. She could wiggle her toes in comfort while 
the lieutenant droned on about the advantages of a certain va- 
riety of smoke-stack. Yes, life could be pleasant, even at dinner- 
parties. 

At that moment, the Baron, who was receiving little or no 
attention, gave a violent jab at his round bit of lettuce that was 
swimming in a slippery oil dressing. The mound tried to re- 
sist, the oil protested, and with a playful flip, the combination 
leapt from the Baron’s plate into the unconscious lap of Miss 
Diana Bromwood. 

“My dear — so sorry — allow me.” 

“It’s all right; please don’t bother.” 

“But, your dress — Here, take my handkerchief — and my 
apologies — ” 

‘ ‘ Really, it only startled me for a minute. The dress can be 
cleansed. ’ ’ 

‘ * And you must send me the bill. No, I won ’t take anything 
but ‘ yes’ for an answer.” 

“But—” 

“That’s only right, my dear.” He resettled himself, and 
drank largely of brandy. 

She also resettled herself, but with less calm. In her start- 
ing, she had disarranged her skirt and train. The slippers which 
before had reposed peacefully at her feet were lost — entangled, 
no doubt, in the length of chiffon. She cautiously stretched out 
a toe, touched the lieutenant’s boot, and hastily withdrew it, 
blushing crimson. She must not be so hasty. Surely they could 
not be far away. 

“Not worrying over your dress, Miss Bromwood?” The 
Baron, beaming as ever. 


LADY-SLIPPER 
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“I beg your pardon? Oh, no — no. I was just wondering 
wherever has Miss Marden been the last few weeks. I haven’t 
seen her for ages. She doesn’t look very well, does she?” 

Diana never knew what he replied. One slipper was lo- 
cated, and the other must be near Her hostess was rising. 

Oh, Lord. She breathed a silent prayer. The ladies were leav- 
ing the lieutenant was holding her chair 

“Thank you.” 

“A pleasure,” he bowed. 

She joined the others, glorying that her dress was long, and 
that the Saybrook rugs were deep and soft. 

As they sat, with coffee, in the drawing-room, her handicap 
was invisible. Still, she was glad when the hour for leaving drew 
near. She was glad that the lieutenant had wanted only to sit 
beside her and talk, and not move about the room from one 
group to another. Diana was very attentive to his smoke-stacks, 
and the lieutenant even more attentive to her blue eyes. In five 
minutes she must rise and go. Five minutes longer of freedom 

Happily, it was May, and the weather warm. Still, the 

stone steps would be chilly, and Diana hated colds. They always 
gave her a dreadful reaction. 

She noticed that her companion ’s drone had ceased, and that 
he was looking past her with an amazed expression in his eyes. 
Diana turned. 

“Madame, I beg your pardon.” The Saybrook butlers were 
noted for their infinite politeness, even when bearing ladies’ foot- 
wear on a silver card-receiver. “I beg your pardon, but is this 
slipper— yours ? ’ ’ Peggy Freshman, ’33 

"Winner of Short Story Prize 


THE DANCER 

She came 

With a dreamy smile, soft and slow, 

With tilted head and laughing eyes, 

With twinkling feet and pointed toes; 

Then vanished — bent, with tired sighs— 

The Dancer. Theodate Kimball, ’33 


CONQUEST 


I would like to meet the Devil, 

With a twinkle in his eye. 

Would his gaze be keen and level? 

Would my fickle fancy revel 
In his sigh? 

He would know my every yearning ; 

Though his face wxrald not reveal 
How he gloried in my burning 
Thoughts of youth, that all my learning 
Will not heal. 

But his tempting would not bind me ; 

Satan would not steal mv truth. 

V 

Though I waver, and he find me 

Weak, I’m strong! It would unwind me: — 

That same youth. 

Carol Nottage, ’33 


ONE OF HIS CHILDREN 

Yonder I beheld a dark form, 
Crouching in the gutter ; 

From under the black hood, peered 
A drawn yellow face. 

It is said, “We are His people, and 
The sheep of His pasture. ’ ’ 

This one was — 

A leper. 


Bettie Kuhn, ’33 
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A SONNET 

"Why, here’s a page to write a sonnet on, 

That I may add my pretty play of thought 
To all earth’s store. Yet when I try, I’m caught 
By sad intricacies of verse forlorn ; 

And when I slave from early dusk to dawn, 

All tangled in a web of words, and not 
Successful in my meter, then I ’m taught 
That I ’m no poet, though with trying worn. 

This writing doggerel seems a waste of time, 

And I am sure ‘ ‘ vers libre ’ ’ would suit me better 
Than this most bothersome pentameter ; 

But if by chance this manufactured rhyme 
And verse can crystallize my love for you, 

As poets write, I ’ll try a sonnet, too ! 

Mary Elizabeth Stevens, ’34 


WILD CAT 

Lost in the depth of night, 

Howling, 

Shrieking, 

Crying, 

A wild cat — 

Sleek and black, 

Stealthily seeking its prey. 

G . Virginia Baker, ’33 
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FAVORITE HAUNTS 

My favorite haunts are my most treasured, most private 
possessions. Possessions they are, and private, too, for each place 
is dear because of the mood that it always invokes ; a mood that 
returns again and again with the sight of that place. That mood 
no one else can know unless perchance he should feel it, too, but 
how few people really are affected in the same way by the same 
things. It is these thoughts which we are guarding so jealously 
when we instinctively try not to see that place at the same time 
that someone out of harmony with our moods might be scoffing 
at it. Not that we care what they think, but because any little 
word might jar the joyous, at least private dreams we have had 
in connection with it. 

As the enraged comments of a stout friend of mine upon one 
occasion spoiled a favorite haunt of ours. We were in my tree- 
house, way up among the leaves, far out of reach of boyish 
taunts from below, when one floor board gave way. To our great 
astonishment she began suddenly to drop from view and, when 
caught by the size of her hips, was left stuck there with her legs 
dangling awkwardly in the air. We could hardly have helped 
laughing and she couldn’t help being angry, but though the 
spot was just as lovely as ever when the floor was mended, the 
spell had been broken. The tree-house became a rough and tumble 
play house in place of the secluded nook for girlish confidences. 

What a wealth and variety of moods can be recaptured by 
just thinking back over those favorite haunts ! That is why they 
are possessions; they are always with us to be recalled at any 
moment. How happy and how out of touch with present sur- 
roundings one can feel just by sitting back and dreaming of 
them. It works both ways, of course ; the place recalls a mood and 
a mood recalls a place. 

Often I have called a certain friend of mine and said, 
“There is going to be a grand sunset this evening. Do you feel 
like the Children’s Reading Room?” She knows that quiet win- 
dow-seat in the secluded corner of the library, overlooking the 
rushing waterfall of the river and illuminated by the soft, 
illusive light of the setting sun and its reflections in the rippling 
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water. She knows how I feel about that spot; she feels that way, 
too, and she wouldn’t join me there if she weren’t in the right 
mood. What a marvelous basis for a friendship, a mutual love of 
some place, which brings an understanding of each other’s 
moods. 

Or sometimes I may say to my brother, “Remember our 
rock ship ? I ’d like to be there now. ’ ’ Then we both remember the 
day we stopped for a moment during our long, hot ride across 
the mountains to rest by the side of a rushing mountain stream. 
How we were tempted by the icy clearness of it to take off our 
boots and go wading. How’ we ventured far upstream and out 
into the rocky rapids to a great flat rock upon which we lay for 
hours, lazily warming our frozen feet and watching the fish stick 
their noses cautiously out from their cavernous hiding places and 
then swim off, perfectly unaware of the two sailors drifting 
in their midst. We see it all quite clearly, but most of all we feel 
the utter contentment of those restful hours. 

I know a throne of rock perched on the top of a mountain. 
It is delightfully comfortable and from this “top o’ the world” 
can be seen miles and miles of God’s desert on one side, and 
acres and acres of man’s cultivated orange groves, canals, and 
homes on the other. With such a great perspective, the soul can 
hardly help rising to a greater perspective, too, so that is a place 
I like to remember when I need encouragement. 

Pure joy in living just bursts into my heart when I think of 
* ‘ the swamp. ” It is a hard place to find even when the full moon 
shines so brightly that you can’t see the millions of twinkling 
stars overhead. It is surrounded on all sides by fields and fields of 
clover, knee deep and drenched with dew. It’s where the frogs 
live and sing together every night in joy and thanksgiving, 
though I must admit that I think some of those biggest frogs are 
complaining. I can tell by their croaks. 

Then there ’s the joy and confidence in man that comes when 
at night I cross the Twelfth Street bridge, from which can be 
seen the majestic Board of Trade building, shrouded in dark- 
ness ; just a shaft of light from the elevators upholding the pin- 
nacled figure of Ceres, who stands serene, outlined darkly against 
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the flashes of the Lindbergh Beacon behind. This is one of those 
fleeting glimpses for which I would make a long detour. As we 
pass by, who else can know what that sight means to me ? 

A favorite haunt may be a tree-house or along the rocky sea- 
shore, in a dance hall or the corner drug store, or it may be the 
more typical attic hide out, or the fireside arm chair, or the cozy 
window seat on a rainy day, but wherever it is, it belongs to the 
one who cherishes it. 

Now I have shown you some of my most treasured posses- 
sions, but they are still mine. However, I don ’t mean to be selfish 
with them, for I really long to share them. They are yours for 
your promise to love them. 

Janet Gould, ’33 
Winner of Essay Contest 


IN TUNIS 

The fatter the better 
In Tunis — 

The slim and lovely — 

No, no — 

But — ah — 

For the plump — the chubby ! 
Two hundred pounds ? 

A trifle — 

Just double that — because, 
It’s the fatter the better 
In Tunis — 

It’s the plump that get 
The applause! 


Bettie Kuhn, ’33 
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PINCUSHION LADY 

The little old-fashioned, pincushion lady, 

Who lay on the dusty shelf, 

Looked longingly out from her corner so shady 
And lo, there appeared a wee elf ! 

Down a sunbeam he sailed till he came with a bump 
To light on the old attic floor, 

And then as he looked he saw a wee lump — 

But no, ’twas a lump no more. 

For a little old-fashioned pincushion lady 
Was stranded up there above, 

And he knew with this lady in a corner so shady 
He at once had fallen in love. 

So he held out his arms and asked her to jump, 
Which she happily did for her part, 

Swish, bounce and she lightly landed “ker-plump” 
In the arms of her own sweetheart. 

Then he took her away, and they both gave a sigh 
Because they to us must say good-bye. 

Muriel Harris, *36 


PARADOX 

You are so big and conscientious, 

I — so full of carefreeness — 

Queer that I should ever attract you, 

And should find with you — happiness. 

You should find one as conscientious, 

I, find one as careless and free, 

But I thank God every day I wake 
That you are in love with me. 

Eleanor Murphy, ’33 
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THE GARDEN 

The beautiful old Robbins homestead was situated on a 
grassy knoll overlooking the little village of Westbridge. Eva 
Robbins, joint inheritor of the estate with her sister Lily, had 
lived there alone, except for two cats and six hens, since the 
death of her father, Colonel Robbins, in 1925. Lily, by her 
marriage in 1920, had become Mrs. J. Harrison Burleigh. She 
had moved away from her childhood home to live in the city, 
declaring that she was glad to be out of Westbridge and hoped 
never to return. 

Thereupon Eva had taken upon herself the duties of house- 
keeping and caring for her aging father. She had few outside 
interests. Her one and only love affair had come to a disastrous 
end in 1918 when her fiance was killed in France. For five years 
after her sister’s marriage her life moved on in the same hum- 
drum fashion, yet she seemed happy in being a devoted daughter 
— gentle and kind to the old Colonel until his very end. 

Thus it hardly seemed fair that the estate should have been 
divided equally between the two children, since Eva had borne 
all brunt and responsibility for so long. However, the old home- 
stead was all that the Colonel possessed, and he felt justified in 
making his will as he did. Mrs. J. Harrison Burleigh, who was 
enjoying her city life, told Eva that she might keep on living in 
the old house if she liked. The unmarried sister was pleased with 
the idea, and gratefully accepted. She could not afford a servant, 
so she lived there alone, content to be surrounded by the familiar 
scenes and traditions the place offered. 

The estate was slowly falling into decay. Indeed, the only 
spot which appeared as beautiful as ever was the spacious old- 
fashioned garden at the back of the house. It was there that Eva 
spent her happiest hours, for she enjoyed nothing more than 
going through the process of digging and planting in the earth, 
and then watching for the first green shoots to appear. Her roses 
were the envy of the village, for besides her unusual collection of 
tea roses, she had covered the slender white fence surrounding 
the garden with red and white ramblers. A June night in Eva’s 
garden was like being in fairyland. Here she rested after the long 
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wearisome day, and found sympathy and consolation from 
nature. To protect everything within the rose-covered fence, 
there stood on guard three huge fir trees. 

Lily interfered very little with her sister’s lonely happiness. 
They became entirely estranged except for Lily’s annual visits to 
her sister, when she made a general inspection of the depreciat- 
ing property. Eva’s meagre income was not sufficient to provide 
improvements, and Lily was not any too generous with hers. To 
be sure, she had paid her share toward hiring a man to pick the 
apples in the orchard, and had occasionally suggested that she 
supposed she might arrange to have a fresh coat of paint put on 
the house, or some new paper applied to the living room walls. 
Outside of these benevolent ideas, Eva had been allowed to 
manage affairs as best she could with no advice from the estate’s 
joint owner. 

When Mrs. J. Harrison Burleigh made her annual visit to 
Westbridge in 1928, she appeared to be in a better mood than 
usual. Eva commented on this, and learned that it was be- 
cause of her sister’s recent successes in playing the stock market. 
Lily said that she had made ten thousand dollars only that 
morning. 

Eva, inspired with an idea, meekly ventured to ask, “Have 
you seen the back stairs yet? They’re so wobbly I don’t dare 
use them. And the holes in the kitchen linoleum — have you no- 
ticed them ? Do you suppose you could help me get a new one ? ’ ’ 

Lily glared at Eva, remarking that she didn’t see why she 
should pay for improvements in another’s house with her hard- 
earned money. Admonishing Eva not to expect any help from 
her, she quickly brought her visit to an end. 

Again the sisters were estranged until a year later, when 
Eva was surprised to see her sister driving her car toward the 
house. Queer, Eva thought, for she had always brought her 
chauffeur with her. Lily entered, embraced her sister with a 
great deal of affection, and handed her a parcel — the first gift 
she had made Eva for several years. She was so sweet and 
kind that Eva began to think she had previously misjudged her. 

Finally Lily said, ‘ ‘ I ’ve been doing a lot of thinking lately, 
my dear, and have wondered if you don’t sometimes get lone- 
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some. I have decided to move up here. You have mentioned 
improvements, so I thought we could fix the place up and make 
a real estate out of it — something like it used to be when we 
were girls. I’ll bring along my maid so you won’t have to 
drudge any more. ’ ’ 

Eva managed to gasp weakly, “You mean that you’re com- 
ing to live here with me? Here?” 

“And why not?” replied Lily with a friendly hand squeeze. 
“I should be worried about you staying here alone any longer.” 

For a moment Eva had the feeling that she didn ’t want Lily 
and her family to move into her house — yet, it wasn’t her house 
any more than Lily’s, so she had no right to feel that way. 
Anyhow, her dream of improving the place would become real- 
ized, and she would be glad not to have to work so hard. How 
wonderful ! Eva was positive that she had misjudged her sister. 

Unsuspecting Eva did not know that Lily was forced to re- 
tire to the old homestead because of heavy financial losses in the 
stock market crash. The unmarried sister was blinded by Lily’s 
gushing nature and gladly welcomed her to live in the house. 
Perhaps it is best that she did not know the truth. 

The J. Harrison Burleighs moved into Westbridge two 
weeks later. A family with two children naturally causes no 
little confusion, and before many days had passed Eva was won- 
dering if she had not made a mistake in agreeing that they live 
together. The two children were spoiled. They left their play- 
things scattered about the house, and they trampled on the flow- 
ers in the garden. They annoyed Eva’s two cats, and they 
frightened her six hens. It nearly broke the poor woman ’s heart 
to see her well-ordered house in such turmoil. She stood it for 
about a month and then informed Lily that she had decided to 
move. 

“But where to, my dear?” Lily asked in surprise. 

“There is a little apartment down in the village where I 
can live and be out of your way.” 

“Why, what silly imaginings, Eva Robbins. You aren’t 
in our way at all, and you know it. Still, if you insist, I sup- 
pose I can’t stop you,” Lily complied. She did not make much 
attempt to change her sister’s mind. 
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Eva packed her few things and tearfully started to say her 
farewells to the estate. She was going to take her two cats with 
her, but her hens she must leave behind. She said good-bye to 
them, and proceeded to the garden. It was June and the roses 
were beautiful. It seemed that she could not leave them. They 
were part of her life — the things she loved most. 

When Eva did not reappear for lunch, Lily’s little boy was 
sent to call her. After some time he returned and said she was 
asleep. 

“Why, she must have known it is near noon time. Where 
is she ? WTiy didn ’t you wake her up ? ” Lily demanded. 

“I didn’t dare to, mother. She looked so sad, lying there 
beside the big fir tree at the edge of the garden. I think she had 
been crying. I said ‘Auntie Eva’ to her, but she didn’t wake 
up, and then I thought maybe she was tired and I’d better let 
her sleep. Why do you suppose she’d been crying, Mom?” 

Lily left his question unanswered and hastened to the 
garden. She found there what she had expected. As she gazed 
at the lifeless form of her sister, she could not know that the fir 
tree on guard was whispering to her, “Not the worst, my dear, 
but the best.” Marjorie Marshall, ’33. 


AFTER A SHOWER 

The blue and sunny sky reveals 
A rainbow hidden in its midst, 

And far beneath, this old earth feels 
The freshness of a baby kissed. 

The apple tree lifts high its head, 

Buds and blossoms are awakened, 

And on its arms are birdies fed, 

Not one thing is forsaken. 

The pale green leaves and grasses form 
An everlasting wall and lawn, 

Through which the rippling brook at dawn 
Was as a lost and wandering fawn, 

In solitary silence. Jeanne Clark, ’35 
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FISHERMAN’S LUCK 

It seemed to me that I had been casting into hopeful pools, 
with hopeless results, most of my vacation. I was fully aware 
that the only things that were biting were the flies buzzing 
around my head; moreover, I was convinced that all the trout 
in all the streams either had been notified of my coming or were 
themselves, away on a holiday. 

The brook was now getting narrower and deeper; finally I 
saw it squeeze itself between two huge moss-covered rocks. I 
scrambled around the rocks, through the heavy underbrush, and 
found my way back to the brook. I was amazed at the beauty of 
this pool, formed by the water as it rushed, once more in free- 
dom, from between the two rock walls. Enraptured with this 
greenest of green pools, I was startled to see a porcupine 
shambling off into the woods, frightened from his drink by my 
appearance. 

The pool, except for its outlet and inlet, was completely 
surrounded by shad bush in full bloom. In one place a slender 
white birch, which stretched out over the water, seemed to be 
gazing intently at its own reflection. The bed of the pool was not 
sand or gravel but solid rock. The water, rushing between the 
two great rocks, had worn a deep pool in limestone. 

On the opposite side was a path under an arch of greenery. 
It was through this arch that old porky had retreated. This patch 
of liquid emerald undoubtedly served as a watering place for all 
the forest folk — deer, bears, wood-chucks, and even wild cats. 

I gazed at this beautiful spot with my rod in hand, com- 
pletely forgotten. Suddenly, a great fish, the grandfather of all 
trout, leaped into the air, shimmering and glistening in the sun, 
curved gracefully, and dived once more into the water. I lost no 
time in casting my line. I cast again and again. I tempted him 
with many vari-colored flies. This failing, I tried a worm, but to 
no avail. This grand old fish was either too wise or too well-fed to 
be taken in by the likes of me — and strangely enough, I wasn’t 
disappointed. I found myself quite willing to leave him there in 
his forest home. 


Peggy Neilson, ’33 
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AND THEN SHE SAT DOWN 

Scene : Harvard-Dartmouth F ootball Game. 

Time : Late November, 1932. 

Characters: Miss Hanafee — middle-aged, exuberant 
Mr. Colton — small, diffident 
Mr. Devens — inebriated. 

Miss Hanafee (grabbing Mr. Colton’s arm) — My dear, 
what a beautiful run ! 

Mr. Colton (unenthusiastically) — Nice. 

Miss Hanafee (gushingly) — But then, you know all about it, 
don’t you? Susie said you used to play in the old days. And 
quite a wonder, too. Now don’t deny it; 1 know! (kittenishly) . 

Mr. Colton — Oh, please, my playing was very insignificant. 
Why, I was just a sub, anyway. 

Miss Hanafee — Look! he made it! Wonderful! (She jumps 
up and down gleefully, waving her robe, her scarf, and her pro- 
gram at the same time). Oh, heavens! They’ve penalized him! 
How far, Mr. Colton? 

Mr. Colton (adjusting his field glasses) — Oh, twenty-five 
yards I should say. 

Miss Hanafee — Why ! That poor, little blonde lad has been 
hurt. They’re watering him! Poor boy! He was such a cherub, 
too. (Miss Hanafee squirms some more, re-wraps herself up in a 
racoon). Mr. Colton, will you look at that! Now what did he do 
to be penalized? Oh, heavens, Harvard is getting the worst 
breaks ! 

Mr. Colton (a Dartmouth man) — A man makes his breaks. 
Miss Hanafee (jumping up again) — Oh, Mister Colton, will 
you look at that perfectly foul play the Dartmouth captain is 
making ! Aw/body would know that even a terrible Harvard man 
would have sense enough to tackle him. 

Mr. Colton (looking disapproving) — For Heavens sake, 
Mabel, pipe down. 

Miss Hanafee — Oh, George ! Do you know you ’ve never 
called me Mabel before? You are so fanny! But then, men are. 
(Miss Hanafee jumps up gleefully again, and waves her pen- 
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nant.) George, wasn’t that a marvelous play? George, was that 
Barry Wood? 

Mr. Colton (shortly) — Can’t see. 

Miss Hanafee — George dear, give me those glasses. You 
fumble so. Oh, look (not giving him a chance to), Wasn’t that a 
tricky play! (She cheers lustily). 

Mr. Devens — Down in front ! 

Miss Hanafee — There, George! He did make it! Rah, 
Harvard! Good old Harvard! (She jumps girlishly). Don’t look 
so doleful, George. A man makes his breaks, you know. You said 
so yourself. (She titters). 

Mr. Devens — Down in front ! 

Miss Hanafee (rapping Mr. Colton on the shoulder) — 
George, what a perfect play ! Simply perfect. My dear ! A goal ! 
(She clutches him wildly, waves her arm, and cheers lustily.) 

Mr. Devens — Down in front ! Down in front ! 

Miss Hanafee — George, you don’t think I’m attracting too 
much attention, do you ? 

Mr. Colton — Impossible. 

Mr. Devens (Consistently) — Down in front! ! 

Miss Hanafee (exuberantly) — Rah! That makes the score 
35 to 13, in favor of Harvard. Dear old George, Dartmouth 
should have you back again ! 

Mr. Devens — Down in front ! ! ! 

Miss Hanafee — George dear, did I hear you sneeze? Here, 
take part of my robe. I don’t need it. George, I feel positively 
girlish! I’ve never felt younger in my life ! 

Mr. Devens — Will every woman over forty please stand up ? 

Miss Hanafee (insensed, but determined to remain in 
character) — George, how selfish I’ve been ! You can’t see a thing, 
can you ? Here, I’ll sit down. You can have the robe. 

Mr. Devens (contentedly) — Down in front! 

Nancy Burke, ’33 
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THE DEPRESSES’ DEPRESSION 

Statistics never mean a thing to me. I am sympathetic 
toward the millions of men and women unemployed. But 
millions are so hard to entirely comprehend. I read day after 
day about the increasing bread lines. I buy an occasional apple to 
help the worthy cause. I contribute something to unemployment 
funds. I hear day after day of business disasters; I listen to 
arguments pro and con about ways to end the depression. I read 
books on it. But that is all. Depression touches me so indirectly 
that it scarcely touches me at all. Sometimes I regret it, because 
during a great change like this, a momentous period of history, it 
is only natural that people’s characters be moulded to it. 

I have seen people face this economic disaster with the same 
determination with which they met the flood of prosperity — the 
resolution to make the most of it. They positively enjoy making 
their own clothes, trying to get meals on a certain amount each 
day, dispensing cheerfully with their maids, their cars, their 
summer homes, their club memberships, and their pet luxuries. 
They enjoy “scrimping” as much as they used to enjoy “splurg- 
ing.” 

Then I have seen others, weak sisters, who failed to prosper 
even in good times. They were fragile, developed in hot-beds, 
selfish to the point of whining for whatever they wanted. They 
generally got it! With the depression, their condition became 
steadily worse. They talk incessantly about it, cite instances 
which have nearly broken the lives of their friends. They com- 
plain because they have to wear year-old clothes, and they blame 
the depression upon the lack of foresight on the part of their 
husbands or employers. 

It is hard to judge oneself accurately, and to place oneself 
in the proper class — in the class of the weak sisters, whom the 
depression has entirely overcome, or among the strong, who have 
battled it courageously. But I feel perfectly safe in saying that I 
belong to neither class. As I said before, depression has hit me 
very little. My allowance is the same. I have never asked for 
clothes, because I have felt that it is good policy not to, but 
during the years of depression, I’ve had just as many things as 
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before. Since I have to take care of my own stockings, gloves, 
car-fare and amusements, I economize somewhat there. I mend 
my stockings every week, quite religiously ; I have persuaded my- 
self that walking is the sanest and most beneficial exercise in the 
world, and thus I save on car-fare, and a pet luxury of horse- 
back riding. I economically use only the electric light that I 
need, and I try to save on sodas, bobby pins, movies, and maga- 
zines! This is the extent of my depression economies. Oh, yes! 
just one more ! I belong to a Christmas Saving Club. 

My economies are so trivial compared to the sacrifices made 
by most people. It is easy to see that I am not a part of the play 
called ‘ ‘ Depression. ’ ’ I have morals and advice to give others. 
My pet theory is to take what you can get ivhile you can, because 
you never know what may happen. I have no theory as to the 
way out of depression. I have no part in it. I am more or less an 
observer, watching the players enviously, because nothing is 
more boring than being always a spectator. It is hard to realize 
the immensity of this great event when one is in neither one 
class nor the other, when one has no chance to show one’s 
strength or one’s weakness, or when one hasn’t the opportunity 
to make of a great battle an overwhelming defeat or a glorious 
victory. 

Nancy Burke, ’33 
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Poetry. . . 

The very thought 

Of stilted phrases bothers me. 

I like wide, open fields of prose 
To wander through — 

They are so free! 

Elizabeth Small, ’33 
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SENIOR SONG 
Tune : Farewell to Arms 

Farewell to you ; 

We’ll never forget you. 

We leave you joys which we have shared; 
We hate to go 
From Rogers Hall’s shelter 
To enter worlds not always fair. 

But where we ever stray, 

Your friendship will be there; 

Though skies are sometimes gray, 

We’ll know no care — for 
You’ll help us on; 

We never can falter. 

We say farewell 
To Rogers Hall. 


C. N. 
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These things we love, 

Rightfully, as Seniors should — 

These privileges we treasure : 

Ear-rings and Senior Proms, 

The Senior balcony, and the lilac bushes, 

Our pet haunts, and the sun-bath roof. 

Saturday morning sleeps, and 
Week-ends, marvelously long; 

Senior Teas, with sandwiches galore, 

Our Senior Garden where we grow forget-me-nots — 
And, finally, our Senior rings — 

Those bonds which tie and last forever — 

These things we love — 

These tokens that are “Ours.” 


N.B. 



GRACE VIRGINIA BAKER 
15 Holyrood Avenue, 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club : Secretary and Treasurer 
of Cae Club. *33 : Cae Song Leader, ’33 ; 
Hockey Team. *30. ’31. *32. ’33; Swim- 
ming Team. ’30, *31. ‘32. ’33; Glee Club. 
‘2S. ‘29. ’30; “Splinters** Business 

Board. *30. *31. ‘32. *33. Literary Club, 
*31. *32. *33 ; Christmas Pageant, *28. 
29, 30 : Senior Play. *29 : Swimming 
Manager, *33 ; “R. H.**, ’33. 


BETTY BARXARI) 

40 Wedgemere Avenue. 
Winchester. Massachusetts 


Kava Club: President of Kava Club. 
*33 : Hockey Team. *32. *33 ; Sub 

Basketball Team. *32 ; Basketball Team, 
33 ; Captain Ball, ‘32 : Tennis Team. 
*32 : Swimming Team. *32. *33 : 


Dramatics. 
H.**. *3: 
Literarv 
*33. 


> : Senior Play, ’33 ; “R. 
*33 : Christmas Pageant. *33 ; 
Club. ‘33 ; Prom Committee, 




NANCY BURKE 
Rivercliffe Road, 

Lowell. Massachusetts 

Cae Club; “Splinters’* Business 
Board. *31 : “Splinters” Literary Board. 
*32, ‘33 ; Editor-in-chief. *33 : Under- 
graduate Marshal. ‘32; Student Council, 
*32. ’33: Literary Club. ’31. *33; Glee 
Club. *29, *30 : Swimming. *32 ; Andover 
Dance Committee. ‘32. ’33 ; Exeter 

Dance Committee. *32 : Christmas 
Pageant, ’29. ’30 : Awarded Poetry 

Prize, ’33 ; Senior Play, *31 : Commence- 
ment Usher, *31. ’32. 





DOROTHY DREW SOX 
27 Lawson Road, 
Winchester, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Council, *31, *32; Hockey 
Team, *31, *32. *33; Tennis Team, *31, 
*32 ; Snb Basketball, *32, *33 ; Sub 

Swimming, ‘32; “R. II.**, *32, *33; 

Senior Marshal, *32; Dramatics, *32, 
‘33; Manager of Hockey, *33; Senior 
Play, *31, *32, *33; Christmas Pageant, 
*31, *32, ‘3.3; Athletic Committee, *33; 
Andover Dance Committee, ‘31, ’32; 
Prom Committee, *33. 


SALLY DEEP 
Wynnewood. Pennsylvania 

Cae Club: Andover Dance Commit- 
tee, *32, ‘33; Hockey Team, *32; 

Basketball Team. ‘33; Hockey Team 
Captain. *32; Basketball Manager, *32; 
Faculty Marshal, *32; ’‘Splinters’* 
Literarv Board, *33; Athletic Commit- 
tee, *32. 





MARY DYER 
Southbridge, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Basketball, *33; Sub 
Hockey Team. *33; Swimming Team, 
*33; Sub Swimming Team, *32; Glee 
Club, *32; Literary Club. *32; Exeter 
Dance Committee, *33; Kava Cheer 
Leader, *33; Swimming Manager, ‘33; 
Prom Committee, *33 ; “R. II.”, ’33. 






MARY MARGARET FRESHMAN 
Kittery Point. Maine 

Kava Club ; Secretary and Treasurer 
of Kava Club. *33 : Kava Cheer and 
Song Leader, "33 ; Senior Editor, "33 ; 
•'Splinters’' Literary Board, "32, "33; 
Dramatics. *33 ; Christmas Pageant, 
*32, "33 ; Senior Play, *33 ; Andover 
Dance Committee, *32. "33 ; Literary 
Club. *32, *33; Hockey. ‘33; Sub, '32; 
Council, '32. "33 ; Secretary and 

Treasurer of Council, *32 ; Citizenship 
Award. *32; Commencement Esher, *32; 
Awarded Short Story Prize ; Musical 
Appreciation Prize, "33. 


JANET GOULD 
The Gables. Apt. 107. 

Edge water Drive, 

Riverside. Illinois 

Cae Club; Literary Club. *33: Coun- 
cil. *33 ; Secretary and Treasurer 
Council. '33 : Photographic Editor 
•’Splinters.** *33 : Awarded Essay Prize, 
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JOAN GRANNIS 
St. Anne's Rectory, 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Council. *31: Basketball 
Team. "32, *33: Captain Basketball 

Team. "33; Hockey Team, *33 ; Tennis 
Team, *33 ; Literary Club, *32 ; ”R. H."’, 
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RUTH GRANT 
00 North Prospect Avenue, 

Grand Rapids, Michigan 

Ivava Club; Hockey Team, ’33; Sub 
Basketball Team, ’33; “Splinters” Ad- 
vertising Board, '33 ; Andover Dance 
Committee, '33 ; Swimming Team, ’33 ; 
Property Committee Senior Plav, ’33; 
“R. H ”, ’33. 


Til KOI) ATE KIMBALL 
IB) Sherman Street, 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

Cae Club; Dramatic Club. ’33; 
Senior Play, ‘33 ; Christmas Pageant. 
’20. *30. *32; Hockey Team, ’31, *32; 
Glee Club, *20, ’30, *31 ; Literary Club. 
**>2 ; Dramatic Prize, ’33. 






MARJORIE MARSHALL 
North Road,. 

Chelmsford Centre. Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; "Splinters'’ Literary 
Board, '83; Sub Hockey Team. '33; 
Christmas Flay, '33 ; Chairman Prop- 
erty Committee Senior Play, ? 33 ; 
Awarded Underhill Honor, '33; Musical 
Appreciation Prize, '33. 


Cae Club : Hockey Team, *32 ; Cap- 
tain, \33 : Glee Club. *31 : Captain Ball 
Team. *32; Christmas Pageant, *30, 
'32: Literary Club. *31. *32; "Splinters" 
Business Board. '32, *33 ; Commence- 
ment Usher, *32. 


BARBARA MURPHY 
57 Garden Road, 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kava Club: Tennis Team, *32; Ten- 
nis Cup. *32 : Sub Basketball Team 
*33 ; Sub Hockey Team, *32. *33 ; 

1 -iterary Club, '32 ; Tennis Manager. 
'33. 





CATHERINE McQUADE 
GOO Andover Street, 
Lowell, Massachusetts 





ELEANOR MAE MURPHY 
SS Concord Street, 

Nashua, New Hampshire 

Kava Club ; President Senior Class. 
*33; Literary Club, ’33; Christmas 
Pageant, ’30. *31. *32, f 33 ; Senior Play, 
*32. *33; Chairman Exeter Dance. ’33; 
Chairman Informal Dance. *33; Chair- 
man Prom Committee, *33; Council, ’32 ; 
Sub Hockey Team, *33 ; Dramatic 
Club. *32, ’33; (Pee Club, *31 ; Dramatic 
Prize, *33. 


MAROARET NEiLSON 
Wilmington, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Secretary and Treasurer 
of Senior (’lass, *33; Council. *33; 
Hookey Team. *33; Andover Dance 
Committee. *33; Literary Club *’ > * > * 
Commencement Usher, *32. 




CAROL NOTTACE 
34 Wyman Street, 

West Medford. Massachusetts 

Kava Club ; Council. *31. *33; Pres- 
ident of Council, *33; Snb Hockey 
Team. ‘31 ; Literary Club. *31. *32. *33: 
(Pee Club, *31. *33; "Splinters** Hoard, 
’33; Informal Dance Committee, *33; 
Andover Dance Committee. *31. (’hair- 
man, *33; Commencement Usher, *32; 
Prom Committee, *33; Commencement 
Marshal, *32; Awarded Underhill 
Honor. *33. 






ELIZABETH OHL 
Calton Court Apts., 

New Rochelle, New York 

Cae Club ; A ice-President of Senior 
Class, '33 ; Council, ’33 ; “Splinters" 
Business Board, ’33 ; Exeter Dance 
Committee, ’33 ; Andover Dance Com- 
mittee, ‘33: Senior Play, ’33; Christ- 
mas Play, '33 ; From Committee, ’33. 


ELEANOR LOUISE PRESTON 
19 Bertram Street, 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kara Club ; Hockey Team, ’33. 




ELIZABETH SMALL 
93 Linden Street, 

Wyoming, New Jersey 

Kava Club : Literary Club, ’31, ‘32, 
’33 ; Council. ’32 ; Manager Hockey, 
’33 ; Hockey Team, ’33 ; Business Man- 
ager “Splinters”, ’33 ; Andover Dance 
Committee, ’32 ; Glee Club, ’32, ’33 ; 
Swimming Team, ’33 ; Commencement 
Usher, ’32; “R. H.”, ’33. 






ELEANOR SMITH 
72 drove Street, 

I -eominster, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Literary Club, *31, ’33; 
Andover Dauee Committee, *33; Exeter 
Dance Committee, '33; Council, '33 ; 
Senior Plav, '33 ; Christmas Pageant, 
•31, *33 ; ClYe Club, ‘31. 


PETTY THROCKMORTON 
(>!) West Main Street, 
Freehold, New Jersey 

Cae Club; President Cae Club. *33 ; 
Athletic Comm it tee, *32, ‘33 ; Track 

Manager, '32; Honorable Mention 
Scholastic Stand'ng. *32; Elec Club. 
*32, *33; Literary Club. *32. *33 : 

Hockey Team, *33 : Sub Pasketball 
Team. *33; Exeter Dane 1 Committee, 
*33; Prom Committee, ‘33; “R. II.*’, *33. 
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THE WILL 

If anyone is in need of an adjective, she will find a blissful 
one left locked up on the third shelf of the literary club, so kind- 
ly left by Sally Duff. 

Barbara Murphy leaves her 200 lbs. to Ruth Grannis to 
keep up. 

Peggy Freshman leaves her poetical tendencies to Elaine 
Putnam. 

Carol Nottage leaves her fortnightly report to Virginia Fitz. 

Catherine McQuade leaves her reticence to Barbara Staples. 

Elizabeth Small leaves her drag with Miss Sanders to 
Ruth Higby. 

Marjorie Marshall leaves her musical ability to Dorothy 
DeVoe. 

Nancy Burke leaves her parlor tricks to Janet Tighe. 

Ruth Grant leaves her powerful council record to Mary Lib 
Stevens. 

Joan Grannis leaves her punctuality to Ruth French. 

Mary Dyer leaves her efficiency to Mary Doole. 

Betty Ohl leaves her mimicking to Patsy Ellison. 

Betty Kuhn leaves her one desire to stamp out forest fires to 
Muriel Harris. 

Betty Throckmorton leaves her fame on the tennis court and 
also her authority in saying that there is nothing in a name to 
Nancy Lee Hatch. 

Eleanor Smith leaves her athletic prowess to Carol Proctor. 

Betty Barnard leaves her inevitable fondness for Room H 
to Elizabeth Ann Parker. 

Dorothy Drewson leaves her firm belief that gentlemen pre- 
fer blondes to Sue Miller. 

Eleanor Preston leaves her stony silence to Hilly Pratt and 
Betty Hill. 

Virginia Baker leaves her swimming in care of Louise 
Dancause to keep up for the honor and glory of Cae. 

Eleanor Murphy leaves her acquaintance with Lord Byron 
to Connie Crafts. 

Janet Gould leaves her conscientiousness to Ruth Grannis. 

Peggy Neilson leaves her guiding spirit to next year’s 
“Chem” class. 

Theo Kimball leaves her braids to Edith Lewis. 
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THE PROPHECY 

As we gaze into the crystal ball, 

We see the future of us all. 

It is the class of ’33 — 

Ten years have proved our destiny. 


******** 


Peg Freshman is now composed 

To the art of designing beautiful clothes 

D. D. has found new fame on the stage, 

With Throckie to dance with, the team’s a rage. 

In our memory we recall 
A red-headed friend, Carrots Small — 

We see her now before us all, 

The same old Liz, no longer Small. 

Still gazing into the crystal glass, 

We see the president of our class — 

She’s up to her Bermuda tricks, 

Traveling ’round with a couple of Dicks. 

We see Bettie Kuhn among the rest, 

Beautifully dressed in Cairo’s “best.” 

Further on in the desert sand, 

We find Theo Kimball teaching shorthand. 

Playing the organ in Carnegie Hall, 

Marjorie Marshall enthralls us all. 

Most prominent in the runners-up, 

Is Barbara Murphy for the Davis cup. 


THE PROPHECY 
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And Kay McQuade has the very same line, 
Despite her competing children nine. 

Peggy Neilson ’s gone to France 
To dissect little bugs and ants. 

Ginnie Baker, in her peach of a way, 

As a doctor ’s assistant is more than 0. K. 

To be in love is quite divine, 

And Sally Duff is right in line. 

Joan Grannis is a princess in truth, 

For she is married to a Spanish youth. 

Janet Gould, so famous of late, 

Has just completed her “Empire State.” 

Again into the glass we look, 

And this time see a famous book ; 

On the editor ’s page does lurk 

The well-known name of Nancy Burke. 

To good old Leominster, Smith has returned, 
To tell them all that she has learned ; 

For she has traveled far, you see, 

Since her trip abroad in ’33. 

We love her now as we loved her then, 

For with all the rush, she’s the same old Ben. 

Betty Barnard, feminine with years, 

Now before us radiantly appears; 

No longer with the Dietrich rage, 

She ’s able to look, and act her age. 
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Carol Nottage has come to be 
A connoisseur of astronomy. 

Dyer we find without a care, 

For she has married a millionaire. 

Eleanor Preston, with great persistence, 

Has learned to swim a remarkable distance ; 
People come from every place 
To see her dive with marvelous grace. 

Hark now — A merry laugh we hear, 

And looking in we see 

Ruth Grant, in now a different year, 

But still as full of glee. 


Now as into the globe we gaze 
There seems to form a misty haze ; 

For all our fates it has forecast, 

And now we know both our future and past. 


SENIOR EVENTS 


April seventh 

The Senior rings were presented to the members of the grad- 
uating class by Mrs. McGay. This was a long-anticipated 
pleasure, as the bank moratorium had delayed the making of the 
rings. 

May sixth 

Mrs. C. Stoyle Baker and her daughter, Virginia, enter- 
tained the class at their home. The party — a bridge and tea — 
was a most delightful affair. 
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May thirteenth 

Mrs. Francis P. Murphy and her daughter, Eleanor, the 
President of the Senior Class, gave a very enjoyable tea at their 
home in Nashua. Besides the tempting refreshments, games of 
ping-pong and billiards were enjoyed. 

May twenty-faurth 

The class had their supper at Hartwell Farm, Lexington, 
where they were served a tempting dinner of chicken specialties. 

May twenty-eighth 

The class was delightfully entertained at tea by Mrs. 
Thomas Burke and her daughter, Nancy. The delicious cake, 
marked with “Rogers Hall, ’33,” held many amusing surprises 
in it, such as thimbles, wedding rings, and gold coins. 

June second 

On the hot evening of June second, the Senior supper took 
place in the House. After a delicious meal of hamburg steak, 
lobster, rolls, coffee and ice cream, the class was serenaded by the 
undergraduates who sang their own arrangement of “Never.” 
In return, the Seniors sang their version of “Farewell to Arms” 
to the underclassmen, and threw their bouquets of forget-me- 
nots. 


UNDERGRADUATE SONG 
Tune : Never 

Never to think you’ve gone from us yet, 

Never to lose the friendship you left; 

Through all the years you ’ve been with us here, 

"We always thought you’d always be near. 

Always good pals to us have you been, 

That leaving us was all unf orseen ; 

Seniors, we’ll miss you when you have gone, 
Seniors, for you we’ll always long. 

B. A. H. 
V.F. 
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STUDENT COUNCIL— 1933 

Carol Nottage. President 
Janet Gould, Secretary-Treasurer 


Nancy Burke 
Peggy Freshman 
Peggy Neilson 


Betty Ohl 
Carol Proctor 
Mary Elizabeth Stevens 



ATHLETICS 

THE BASKETBALL GAME 

At last — March eleventh — the long awaited day of the Cae- 
Kava basketball game ! At two-twenty the spectators gathered in 
the gymnasium to witness the clubs’ songs and cheers. The gym 
was gay with Cae’s red and white on the stage, and Kava’s blue 
and orange on the balcony. After this lusty and cheerful begin- 
ning, the whistle blew and the game was on ! Cae made the first 
basket, quickly followed by a beautiful one for Kava. Both teams 
played exceedingly well and fast — their pass-work was per- 
fection. At the end of the second half the score was 15-33, in 
favor of Cae. After the game Mrs. McGay entertained both teams 
and their subs at tea at her home. 

The last event of the day — the banquet. The table was 
beautifully decorated with the clubs’ colors and at each Kava 
place was a charm ; at each Cae ’s, a corsage. During the meal the 
members of the teams were cheered or sung to individually, fol- 
lowed by congratulatory speeches by Mrs. McGay and Miss 
Breeden. The cup was then presented to Cae Club, and with the 



38 SPLINTERS 

singing of the Rogers Hall song, another Cae-Kava banquet had 
ended. 


The line-up was as 
CAE 

follows : 

KAVA 

D. DeVoe 

C 

B. Buckland 

C. Proctor (Capt.) 

SC 

M. Murphy 

R. French 

F 

M. Dyer 

B. Hill 

F 

B. Barnard 

S. Duff 

G 

J. Grannis (Capt.) 

L. Dancause 

G 

R. Grannis 


SUBS 


D. 

Drewson 

B. Murphy 

S. 

Miller 

R. Grant 

B. 

Throckmorton 

B. Horton 


S. D. 


FOUNDER’S DAY 

May 8th — What an occasion to remember — for some! The 
day began with the Alumnae Luncheon. Promptly at two-thirty 
came the Entrance March — Cae and Kava Clubs together. This 
was followed by competitive marching and gymnastics. A very 
select group from both clubs was chosen for the Troika Dance, 
which was also competitive. 

Mary Murphy, Ruth Grannis and Carol Proctor gave a 
trio tap dance which was excellent. Both clubs competed in the 
games. Cae took honors in two, while Kava survived only one. 

No one knew we had three excellent Orientals in our midst 
until Mary Murphy, Peggy Freshman and Ruth French danced. 
Elizabeth Small, Catherine McQuade and Theodate Kimball 
danced the Schubert Waltz beautifully. Betty Throckmorton and 
Carol Proctor should be praised for their work in the Kate 
Greenaway Polka. The last of this group was a Brahms Waltz — 
a very lovely and graceful thing — done by Dorothy Drewson. 

To finish our programme the tap classes gave two dances. 
The beginners did the Doll Dance and the advanced gave their 
impression of Micky Mouse. 



KAVA HOCKEY TEAM 



CAE HOCKEY TEAM 





CAE BASKET liAl.I, TEAM 



KAVA BASKET BaKL TEAM 
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Of course the climax was finally reached. Both clubs were 
assembled in the gymnasium and then Mrs. Me Gay presented the 
cup to the President of Cae Club for their fine performance. 
Congratulations, Cae, we enjoyed competing with you as you 
showed such fine sportsmanship. B. A. H. 


THE SWIMMING MEET 

This year’s swimming meet between Cae and Kava Clubs 
was held on May twenty-fifth. Even though the weather was 
damp, it was quite in keeping with the events held in the pool. 

At three o’clock, with the first sound of the whistle, all con- 
testants plunged in for the cork race, and Cae succeeded in 
gathering fifty-two corks to Kava ’s forty -three. The meet was on 
and many things were happening — fifty yard dashes, plunges, 
relays, form swimming, water polo, diving, and many games. 

After these events, amid cheers and clapping, the meet was 
over. The final score was announced at dinner. Kava had won 
with a close score of 31-27. The teams were as follows : 

CAE KAYA 

V. Baker B. Barnard 

L. Dancause M. Dyer 

D. DeVoe R. Grant 

Y. Fitz E. Small 

C. Proctor V. B. 


TENNIS TOURNAMENT 

The last athletic event of the season was the tennis tourna- 
ment. The matches were played off with much enthusiasm. The 
finals between Carol Proctor of Cae and Barbara Murphy of Kava 
proved to be the most spectacular. Both played extremely well 
and were closely matched. Carol Proctor was victorious, winning 
for Cae. The members of the tennis teams were as follows : 

CAE KAVA 

C. Crafts B. Barnard 

D. DeVoe J. Grannis 

V. Fitz N. Hatch 

C. Proctor B. Murphy 

D. D. 
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THE LAST CAE AND KAYA SUPPERS 


Thursday evening dinner, June first, the members of the 
faculty were left to their own devices and their lobster salad, 
while hilarious Caes retreated to the kitchen to revel in lunch- 
stand hot dogs, and the Kavas celebrated in the House. The last 
suppers ! It sounds a little tragic, but it ’s really one of the gay- 
est and most important meetings of the year, for the nominees 
are chosen for next year’s presidency, and each retiring presi- 
dent receives from her club a token of appreciation for her 
efforts and loyalty. Betty Barnard found a cunning bedside 
radio in her package, and Betty Throckmorton received a stun- 
ning silver toilet set. 


N. B. 


THE ATHLETIC AWARDS, 1933 


Hockey Cup 

Basketball Cup 

Founder’s Day Cup 

Tennis Cup 

Swimming Cup 


Won by Cae 



R, II.” AWARDS 


CAE CLUB 


KAYA CLUB 


V. Baker 
D. DeVoe 
D. Drewson 
R. French 
C. Proctor 


B. Barnard 
B. Buckland 


B. Throckmorton 


M. Dyer 
J. Grannis 
R. Grant 
E. Small 


President-elect of Cae Club, Dorothy DeYoe 
President-elect of Kava Club, Janet Tiglie 




FOUNDER'S DAY 


Carol Proctor 
in the 


and Betty 
Greenaway 


Throckmorton 

Polka 


Dede Drewson in the Brahms Waltz 




CAE SWIMMING TEAM 


KAYA SWIMMING TEAM 








CAK TKNNIS TKA.M KAVA TKXXIS TEAM 



CAE-KAVA DOl'BLES 
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DRAMATICS 

DADDY LONG-LEGS 

The work of the Dramatics class, under the direction of 
Mrs. Ruth Moyer Tapp, came to a climax on the night of June 
fifth, when the familiar play of “Daddy Long Legs” was pre- 
sented. The scenery and stage settings, done under the direction 
of Miss Louise Clark, gave an interesting and striking back- 
ground for the various characters who moved easily through 
their parts. From the first act in the John Grier Home for 
Orphans to the closing scene in Jervis Pendleton’s library, four 
years later, the play held the undivided attention of the good 
audience who showed their appreciation by their generous ap- 
plause. The cast was as follows : 


PEOPLE OF THE PLAY 


(In order of their appearance) 


Freddie Perkins 
Sadie Kate 

Gladiola Orphans in the 

Loretta John Grier Home 

Mamie 
Carrie 

Mrs. Lippet, matron of the Home.. 

Judy Abbot, an orphan 

Miss Pritchard 
Cyrus Wykoff 
Jervis Pendleton 
Sallie McBride. 

Julia Pendleton.. 

Mrs. Pendleton. 

Jimmie McBride 
Mrs. Semple.... 

Carrie 

Walters 

Griggs 

Maid 


Trustees 
of the Home 


Edith Lewis 

Ruth Higby 

Elizabeth Ann Parker 

Muriel Harris 

Elaine Putnam 

Barbara Staples 

Ethel Shenton 

. . . . Theodate Kimball 

Peggy Freshman 

Janet Tighe 

Eleanor Murphy 

Betty Ohl 

. . . .Dorothy Drewson 

Janet Tighe 

Betty Barnard 

Ethel Shenton 

Eleanor Smith 

Janet Tighe 

Ethel Shenton 

Dorothy Clark 
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On the evening of February 24th, the Dramatics class pre- 
sented two plays. The first, a modern comedy, was entitled ‘ ‘ Part 
Time Job,” and showed the struggles of a newly-wed couple to 
keep both jobs and home in good running order. The cast was as 
follows : 

Betty Manning (Mrs. David Armstrong) with 

a good job Theodate Kimball 

Mr. David Armstrong, whose job isn’t quite as good. Betty Barnard 

Miss Kirkland, Betty’s boss, who has a “theory” Betty Ohl 

Eleanor Harris, Betty’s forgetful friend Dorothy Drewson 

Genevieve Johnson, Miss Kirkland’s secretary. .Dorothy Richardson 

“The Workhouse Ward,” by Lady Gregory, was the second 
production. This was a skit of two ill-tempered Irishmen, who 
were “kept to the bed” in the poorhouse ward by colic and 
strange rheumatic fevers. The characters were : 


Michel Mishell Peggy Freshman 

Mike Mclnnery Eleanor Murphy 

Honor Donohoe (Mike’s sister) Janet Tighe 

P. F., ’33 


On the evening of March 17th, the school was entertained by 
two plays, presented by the classes in Voice Training and Spoken 
English. 

The first, by the Voice Training group was “A Dish of 
China Tea.” It was a story of loyal Tory ladies at the time of 
Cornwallis’ surrender to Washington, at Yorktown. The cast 


was : 

Mrs. Winne, the hostess Betty Fowle 

Lady Augusta Clive, the guest of honor Eleanor Smith 

Honorary Clarissa Cortnaye Marjorie Marshall 

Mrs. Cornelia Throckmorton Bettie Kuhn 

Mrs. Cynthia Ravenscroft Louise Dancause 

Janetye Winne Marjorie Whitley 

Marcy Gordon, orphan friend of Janetye Dorothy Clark 



ORPHANAGE SCENE FROM “DADDY LONG-LEGS 



THE CAST OF “DADDY LONG-LEGS 







SCENIC FROM “JEANNE D’AKC " 



SCENE FROM CHIflSTMAS PAGEANT 
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The play presented by the Spoken English class was a de- 
lightful comedy entitled ‘ ‘ The Truth About Those Tarts, ’ ’ being 
the story of the ill-fated pastries that the Queen of Hearts made 
so painstakingly. The characters were : 


The Queen of Hearts Muriel Harris 

The King of Hearts Elizabeth Ann Parker 

Knave of Hearts, known as Tom the Piper’s Son Ruth Higby 

Mr. John Spratt Virginia Fitz 

Mrs. John Spratt Patsy Ellison 

Tommy Tucker Edith Lewis 

Muffet Elaine Putnam 

Bo-Peep Barbara Staples 

P. F., >33 


The winter term of the school year was closed on March 
22nd, with a group of plays by the Dramatics class, and an amus- 
ing tap dance given by Ruth Grannis, Carol Proctor and Mary 
Murphy. 

The first play was a presentation of the Spoken English 
class, — ‘ ‘ The Truth About Those Tarts, ’ ’ which was repeated by 
popular request. 

The Dramatics class first gave “The Nine Days Queen,” a 
play concerning the last hours of Lady Jane Grey, in the Tower 


of London. The cast was as follows : 

Lady Jane Grey Theodate Kimball 

Nurse Ellen Janet Tighe 

Godfrey, Lady Jane’s childhood friend Eleanor Murphy 

Sir Thomas Brydges, Keeper of the Tower Peggy Freshman 

John, Guard of the Tower Eleanor Smith 


The second performance of the class was a farce entitled, 
“The Bathroom Door.” The action took place in the corridor of 
an English hotel, where were assembled several guests, all of 
whom wished the use of the seemingly occupied bathroom. The 
characters were : 


The Young Man.. 
The Young Lady. 
The Old Man. . . . 
The Old Lady.... 
The Prima Donna 
The Boots 


..Eleanor Murphy 
Dorothy Drewson 

Betty Barnard 

Betty Ohl 

.Peggy Freshman 
Janet Tighe 

P. F., ’33 
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SOCIAL EVENTS 

SPLINTERS PARTY, January 21st 

The combined boards of “Splinters” gave a party on 
January 21st to swell the funds for the magazine. It was a little 
more than the usual dance which is the favorite form of enter- 
tainment here, for there was a treasure hunt preceding the dance. 
The hunt was cleverly arranged, and the clues cunningly hidden. 
Never has Rogers Hall seen such a breathless tearing mob in its 
halls, or heard such whispered plans of campaign ! The prize was 
found in the kitchen by Dorothy Drewson and Betty Throck- 
morton, and consisted of a box of candy for each. After this ex- 
citing diversion, there was dancing to a two-piece orchestra. In 
the middle of the evening, ice cream and cookies were served to a 
weary group. We had lots of fun, and almost wish “Splinters” 
would run out of money so they w T ould have another such party ! 

C. N. 


NASHUA COUNTRY CLUB, January 28th 

The morning of January 28th brought great disappointment 
to Rogers Hall, for the Andover Return Dance was cancelled. It 
seems so careless of Andover to acquire measles just in time to 
cut us out of the longed-for dance ! To soothe the blue and un- 
happy “inmates”, Mrs. McGay arranged a dinner party at the 
Nashua Country Club; so, in the late afternoon, we donned our 
best and sallied forth. The club was found to be a charming 
place, and the enclosed veranda with its wicker furniture and fat 
chairs captivated us all. A steak dinner was served that was a 
rare treat and brought exclamations of joy from everyone. The 
Senior Class, especially, prayed for a chance to go there again ! 

C. N. 


INFORMAL DANCE, February 11th 

During the winter term, Rogers Hall had a unique treat. An 
informal dance was held by the boarders on Saturday night, the 
eleventh of February, with many guests from surrounding cities. 
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It was the first dance of its type, as Senior Prom is the only 
annual dance at which each girl entertains her personal friends. 
For an innovation, it was greeted with much enthusiasm, and 
carried through with great success. The music was provided by a 
four piece orchestra under the leadership of Kenneth MacKillop 
of Tufts College. 

The day of the dance began in a blizzard, but the weather 
detained few of the expected arrivals. Although the deep snow 
tempted many outside, the afternoon was profitably spent 
dragging wicker furniture and lamps downstairs to decorate the 
school room and library. When it was finished, one never would 
have suspected such a cosy spot capable of furnishing the stern 
rigors of school routine. It was with cries of protest and eager 
supplications for another such evening that the dance ended at 
11:30. We hope Mrs. McGay will find it convenient to list this 
event on the annual calendar for the pleasure of future partici- 
pants. C. N. 


EXETER DANCE, March 4th 

Saturday, March 4th, was a scene of hilarity and joy at 
Rogers Hall, when the Exeter Musical Clubs were received for 
the annual concert and dance. How prosaic to state it so coldly, 
when one considers the abundance of anticipation, realization 
and “feminine flutters” that day contained! 

At 4:30 the concert was given in the gymnasium. The pro- 
gram included three groups by the orchestra and two by the glee 
club, and all of their selections were received with pleasure and 
gratifying praise on the part of Rogers Hall. After the concert 
we met our partners. Peering through the separating glass doors 
for the partner gave one the sinking sensation that a person 
might feel who has spent his last dime on a grab bag, and is try- 
ing to pick his “grab !” After we were received by Mrs. McGay 
and Miss McMillan, supper was served in the candlelit dining 
room. Dancing in the gym lasted from 7 :00 to 10 :30 to the music 
of the incomparable “Mamies” led by Craig Huntting. Let us 
here insert a w’ord of thanks for their untiring and resourceful 
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contributions to a perfect evening ! This dance was an event 
which shines above all other entertainments in the winter term, 
and an evening of lasting memories. 

C. N. 


GARDNER MUSEUM, April 15th 

On April fifteenth the Art class made a visit to the Gardner 
Museum at Fenway Court with Miss Clark. The out-of-town girls 
were particularly interested in the beautiful old masters and 
lovely works of art that we saw there. 

M. E. S. 


SENIOR PROM, May 20th 

The biggest event of the year brought with it bustle and 
activity; and the decorating committee did a thorough job in 
turning the dining room into a more attractive dance floor than 
ever before. An effective result was obtained by indirect lighting ; 
separate lamps, covered by colored paper, were hidden in groups 
of palms around the room. Besides the dining room decorations, 
the library was arranged as an enticing haven from the dancing 
whirl. As usual, the two porches, and especially the Senior 
Balcony where only Seniors may go, boasted wicker furniture 
and other appropriate luxuries. The front of the building and 
the grounds were made festive by many Japanese lanterns. 

Prom guests began to arrive in the afternoon, and the 
grounds were filled with merry groups; tea was served in the 
latter part of the day. Dancing began at eight in the evening to 
the music of Marian Chase’s orchestra, and lasted until twelve, 
with an intermission in the course of the evening for refresh- 
ments. 

The day flew by in a haze and, in spite of the rain at night, 
was perfect. The week-end did not end until Sunday at five, 
when the guests had to leave. Despite a gray morning, it cleared 
sufficiently for the annual custom of being escorted back from 
church ; and the sun came through in the afternoon to end the 
day successfully. 
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It was, for many of us, our last Prom here, and it lived up 
to its obligations of a wonderful “last event.” For the others 
who will return, there is the memory and anticipation of others, 
but surely not better, Proms. 

C. N. 

TRIP TO LEXINGTON AND CONCORD, May 27th 

On Saturday, May 27th, Mrs. McGay took a group of the 
boarders on a very interesting trip to the historic shrines at Lex- 
ington, Concord and Sudbury. To those who live away from 
Massachusetts, this trip was particularly enlightening and 
proved quite an asset to the American History exams starting 
the following week. Other high spots were Louisa Alcott’s home, 
Hawthorne’s, and the Wayside Inn, where we had a glimpse of 
the famous old coach. 


C. N. 
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COMMENCEMENT 

June 4th to 6th 


June fourth 

On Sunday, June fourth, the entire school attended St. 
Anne’s Church to hear the Baccalaureate address given by the 
Reverend Angus Dunn of the Cambridge Episcopal Theological 
Seminary. His talk was based on the idea that it is God’s will 
working from inside that makes a man keep on his path of Truth, 
and not some mechanical measure that pushes or shoves man in 
place, like an inanimate object. 

In the afternoon the Seniors and their parents were guests 
of Mrs. McGay at a musicale and tea. Miss Tingley, whom many 
of us had heard before and who is particularly popular at school, 
was our guest artist. Miss Tingley herself is very charming, and 
has a delightful personality as well as a very rich and cultivated 
voice. Her program was particularly pleasing in its variety. 
Sunday night supper was served in the garden. 

June fifth 

Class Day, which fell on June fifth this year, is always a 
momentous occasion in the school program. At the Senior 
Luncheon at one o’clock, songs were sung and appropriate jokes 
and gifts were given to the graduating class. The Seniors sang 
their song to the underclassmen, and they, to the Seniors, as at 
the Class supper. Following luncheon, guests and members of 
the school went into the school room — which "was decorated by the 
work of the Art students — to hold the annual ceremonies. First 
in order, the Caes and Kavas sang their songs, and then Mrs. 
McGay gave out the cups, awards, and individual honors to the 
Clubs. Cae received the trophies for Hockey, Basketball, the Gym 
Meet and Tennis. The swimming cup went to Kava, and the in- 
dividual tennis cup to Carol Proctor, for Cae. Then, Betty 
Throckmorton, President of Cae, announced that Dorothy De- 
Voe had been elected for next year’s President, and Betty 
Barnard, President of Kava, gave Janet Tighe’s name as Presi-. 
dent-elect for the year 1933-34. 
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After the Cae-Kava ceremonies, the Seniors stood up to hear 
their Prophecy and Will. The former was read by Carol Nottage 
and the latter by Betty Throckmorton. Then the Class Presi- 
dent, Eleanor Murphy, made a short speech, saying that, 
although it had been the custom for the graduating class to give 
trees to the school, the number already in the yard had made 
this class decide instead upon an old-fashioned garden. In keep- 
ing with the tradition, each Senior left her flower to her favorite 
undergraduate. 

After the exercises, there was a tennis match between the 
school champion, Carol Proctor and Betty Fowle’s sister, Jo, 
who is a champion player. The score was 6-1, 6-3, in favor of Jo 
Fowle. 

June sixth 

There is something about a graduation ceremony that can- 
not be written on paper — something which only those present, 
and mostly those graduating, feel. The school marched into the 
gymnasium at ten-thirty, after the reception in the Hall, to the 
strains of “Pomp and Circumstance,” played by Mr. Heller. 
The Senior Class, coming last, went up onto the stage, where, 
after a short prayer, Dr. Perry, head of Phillips-Exeter 
Academy, gave a most interesting talk. His address, based on the 
four major principles of a good school — Education, Play, In- 
terest and Character — was full of plain truths and flne ex- 
amples. 

In conclusion he said, “The June days do not, and should 
not, give us a full sense of attainment. If you, the graduates of 
Rogers Hall, have caught only a part of what Rogers Hall has 
been trying to teach you, your education is a success. But there 
are times ahead. This is Commencement. It must be remembered 
that the prominent thing is not always the significant thing. The 
eyes, the mind, and the heart must be put to work, for there is 
life ahead. All hands to their posts, regardless. 

After Dr. Perry’s address, Rev. Mr. Grannis said a few 
words in congratulating the Senior Class and urged the grad- 
uates to profit by Dr. Perry’s inspirational, understanding talk. 
He conferred the diplomas upon the following girls : 
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Academic Course — Elizabeth Barnard, Dorothy Drewson, 
Mary Dyer, Margaret Freshman, Janet Gould, Joan Grannis, 
Theodate Kimball, Helen Kuhn, Catherine McQuade, Eleanor 
Murphy, Carol Nottage, Elizabeth Ohl, Eleanor Smith, Elizabeth 
Throckmorton. 

College Preparatory — Virginia Baker, Nancy Burke, Sally 
Duff, Ruth Grant, Marjorie Marshall, Margaret Neilson, Eleanor 
Preston, Elizabeth Small. 

Post-Graduate Secretarial Course — Barbara Murphy. 

Eleanor Murphy, president of the Senior Class, then pre- 
sented to the school the class gift — a radio. Mrs. McGay thanked 
the Seniors in behalf of the school, and said that she knew how 
much such a gift would really be enjoyed and appreciated. Fol- 
lowing her acknowledgment of the gift, she made the following 
awards : 


Underhill Honors 

Awarded to Carol Nottage for highest standing in the Academic 
Course. 

Awarded to Marjorie Marshall for highest standing in the College 
Preparatory Course. 


Scholarship Honor List 

Jeanne Clark Ruth French 

Peggy Freshman Rosemary Mehan 

Mary Elizabeth Stevens 

Athletic Medal 
Awarded to Carol Proctor 

“Splinters” Awards 

Poetry Prise 

Awarded to Nancy Burke 
Essay Prize 

Awarded to Janet Gould 

Short Story Prize 
Awarded to Peggy Freshman 


Dramatic Prize 

Awarded to Theodate Kimball and Eleanor Murphy 

Music Appreciation Prize 
First prize awarded to Marjorie Marshall 
Second prize awarded to Peggy Freshman 



February 25th, Florence H. Armstrong was married at her 
home in Lowell to Mr. Fred Riley. 

June 3rd, Eleanor Stearns, ’23, was married to Mr. 
Reginald Porter in the Congregational Church of Canterbury, 
N. H. 

June 17th, Dorothy Hatch, ’29, was married to Mr. Nolan 
Stuart McLean in Tuscumbia, Alabama, with a reception follow- 
ing the ceremony at her home in Sheffield. 

February 22nd, a daughter, Demetria Fleishel, was bom to 
Mr. and Mrs. William H. Warren (Demetria Fleishel, ’23). 

March 6th, a daughter, Diane Benger, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. Prescott Drowne (Mary Benger, ’27), at Richardson House, 
Boston. 

March 9th, a son, George Leighton, II, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. George Pierce (Grace McDougall, ’25), in Southbridge, 
Massachusetts. 

April 3rd, a daughter, Elizabeth Lowe, was born to Mr. and 
Mrs. Bradford Jones (Helen Shannon, ’24), at their home, 22 
Holden Green, Cambridge, Mass. 
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April 23rd, a son, Robert Heath, was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Donald Fleming (Shirley Flather, ’25), at Richardson House, 
Boston. 

May 30th, a daughter, Constance, was born to Mr. and Mrs. 
Armine W. Laughton (Mary Marvin), in Hanover, N. H. 

During the spring vacation, Elizabeth Carver, ’29, an- 
nounced her engagement to George C. Perkins, of Springfield. 
He is a graduate of the Choate School in Wallingford, Conn., 
and is now in business in Springfield. 

April 7th, Lucille Marks, ’27, announced her engagement to 
Morgan Fitch Bisselle. 

Emylou Joseph has announced her engagement to George L. 
Sturm. 

Betty White, ’28, has announced her engagement to Richard 
William Rawlinson, of Lowell. Mr. Rawlinson is a graduate of 
Lowell Textile Institute and is research engineer at the Suffolk 
Mills in Lowell of the Nashua Manufacturing Co. 

Adrienne Louis, ’25, has announced her engagement to 
Walter E. Gude, Jr. The wedding will take place in the fall. 

Last winter Frances Dixon Maynard died unexpectedly in 
New York City where she had been living since last August. She 
is survived by her father, husband and one daughter, Lydia. 

Marian Leighton died in Belmont after an illness of several 
weeks in May. She was studying in the Lesley School in Cam- 
bridge, but was obliged to withdraw in February on account of 
her health. 

As readers will discover from the account in the school 
events, there was a change in the Field Day celebration this year. 
Instead of the outdoor field events there was an exhibition of the 
gymnasium work with some competitive club and group dancing. 
These followed luncheon in the dining room, and in view of the 
chilly spring weather, the change in program was most accept- 
able to onlookers. About fifty of the alumnae were present during 
the day : Mary Dewey Smith, ’97 ; Julia Stevens, ’97 ; Alice 
Coburn Nottage, Helen Hill, ’99 ; Dorothy Ellingwood McLean, 
Isabel Nesmith, ’05; Eugenia Meigs Clark, Helen Nesmith, ’10; 
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Marjorie Wadleigh Proctor, ’ll; Lydia Langdon Hockemeyer, 
’13; Olive Douglas Moulton, Laura Pearson Pratt, ’14; Edith 
Whittier Holmes, ’14; Helen Eveleth, ’15; Katharine Nesmith, 
’16; Louise Grover Pihl, ’18; Marjorie Coulthurst Smith, ’19; 
Louise Grover deMesquita, Lorna Bugbee Symmes, ’20; Eliza- 
beth Clifford Smith, ’21; Ellen Cloutman Jennings, ’22; Maroe 
Pratt Farrington, ’22; Margaret Smith, ’22; Eleanor Whittier 
Abbott, ’22; Margaret Liggett Willits, ’22; Harriet Cushman, 
’24; Madeline Fox Burrage, ’24; Ardis "Williams, ’24; Jeannette 
Stronach Rice, Dorothy Marden, Priscilla Fox, ’25; Helen Un- 
derhill, ’25; Doris Martin Keene, ’26; Katherine Prichard 
Haskell, ’26; Eleanor Williams, ’26; Eleanor Pratt, ’27; Vir- 
ginia Rogers, ’27 ; Katherine Clapp, ’28 ; Betty White, ’28 ; 
Catherine Bagshaw Brooke, ’29 ; Barbara Williams, ’29 ; Pris- 
cilla Robinson, Jean Bagshaw, ’31 ; Eleanor and Marjorie 
Robins, ’31; Marjorie Willard, ’31; Julia Carty, ’32; Mila 
Lewis, ’32 ; Mary Bagshaw, Blanche Robinson. 

The following girls will be graduated from college this year : 
Elizabeth Carver, ’29 ; Janet and Virginia Swan, ’28 ; from Con- 
necticut College; Mildred Damon, ’29; and Mary Jane Maxwell, 
’29, from Syracuse University; Mollie Goodwin, ’29, from 
Smith ; Charlotte Howard, ’29, from Vassar ; Margaret and Mary 
Imbrie, ’29, from Sweet Briar ; Janet MacKay, ’29, and Florence 
Schiffinhaus, ’29, from Wellesley; Shirley Coburn, ’29, from 
Katharine Gibbs Secretarial School. 

Four members of 1933 are taking the entrance examinations 
of the College Board for Smith and Wellesley and several other 
members are entering college by the certificate plan. The next 
issue of “Splinters” will have the complete list. 
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There’s REAL Satisfaction in Our 

“ World Beater” 

SILK HOSE 

59c 2 Lf $i- io 

Pure Chiffon Silk Hose of superb quality— Full 
Fashioned to fit perfectly, giving slender ankles 
—Daintily finished with picot tops, French 
heels and cradle feet. 

Also SERVICE Weight 
with Lisle Tops 



Merchandise of MERIT Only 


SPLINTERS 


• • 
11 


FLOWERS 

Artistically Arranged 


Orchids 

Qardenias 

Julies of the V illey 


OUR SERVICES ARE ALWAYS AVAILABLE 
FOR PROVIDING AND ARRANGING THE 
CHOICEST OF FLOWERS AND PLANTS FOR 
ANY OCCASION 


FLOWERS BY WIRE ANYWHERE 

Bonded Member Florist Delivery Association 
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M a. g . Pollard company 1 

THE STORE FOR THRIFTY PEOPLE 


Lowell' s 
Biggest 

Busiest and 
Best 



Store 


56 DEPARTMENTS 
AND MORE TO COME 

AND A GROCERY DEPARTMENT THAT IS 
WITHOUT EQUAL ANYWHERE IN THESE 
NEW ENGLAND STATES 
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UNION OLD LOWELL 
NATIONAL 
BANK 

61 MERRIMACK ST.— 41 JOHN ST. 


Wamesit Branch 

421 MIDDLESEX ST. 


OFFICERS 


JOHN L. ROBERTSON, Chairman Board of Directors 
JOHN F. SAWYER, President 


J. Munn Andrews 

Vice-President 

Ivan O. Small Vice-President 

Walter W. Clewobth 

Vice-President 


Paul H. Hartford 

Vice-President 

Albert A. Ludwig 

Vice-President & Trust Officer 
Homer W. Bourgeois Cashier 

Howard Cooper Ass’t Cashier 


DIRECTORS 


J. MUNN ANDREWS 
FRANK S. BEAN 
FREEMAN M. BILL 
WALTER I. CHASE 
FREDERIC C. CHURCH 


Lowell, Mass. 
Merchant 
Merchant 
Manufacturer 
Insurance 


WALTER W. CLEWORTH 

Vice-President and Cashier 


PETER H. DONOHOE Lowell, Mass. 
JOSEPH A. GAGNON Merchant 

JAMES J. KERWIN Attorney-at-Law 


FREDERICK P. MARBLE 

Attorn ey-at-Law 
GEORGE C. McINTYRE Manufacturer 
H. HUTCHINS PARKER Manufacturer 
HARRY G. POLLARD Merchant 

JOHN L. ROBERTSON Merchant 

WILLIAM L. ROBERTSON Merchant 
JOHN F. SAWYER President 

IVAN 0. SMALL Vice-President 

WILLIAM G. SPENCE, Treasurer 

Courier-Citizen Companies 
C. BROOKS STEVENS Manufacturer 
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PRINCE-COTTER 


■/ 


ewelers 


Designers and Creators of Fine Jewelry 


104 Merrimack St., 


Lowell, Mass. 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH 

PRINCE -COTTER’S FINE STORE 


OUR SELECTIONS INCLUDE: 


Diamonds 
Watches 
Pearls 
Lamps 
Pottery 
Ushers’ Gifts 
Service Plates 
Costume Jewelry 


Platinum Jewelry 
Gold Jewelry 
Glassware 
Serving Trays 
Pewter 

Imported Novelties 
Bridesmaids’ Gifts 
Bridge Prizes 


Sterling Silver 
Silver Plated Ware 
Leather Goods 
Clocks 
Book Ends 
Club Rings — Pins 
Prize Trophies 
Smokers’ Sets 


Visit Our Unusual Gift Department 





PORTRAITS 

As smartly modern as the Rogers 
Hall Miss. ..As piquant as her 
personality.. .As individual as. her 
gowns. ..Yet in the restrained 
good taste she demands! 

Special Prices to Rogers Hall Girls 


ffiachrach/ 

y U t/JuofSl \'sh/nht>t! I 


647 BOYLSTON ST., BOSTON 


LAWRENCE 


LYNN MANCHESTER. N. H. 
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Appleton National Bank 

174 CENTRAL STREET 


COMMERCIAL BANKING 
SAFE DEPOSIT VAULTS 
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT 


Compliments of 

Daniel Gage, Inc. 

and the 

Osterman Goal Co. 

Manufactured Ice Natural 

Everything in Hard Fuel Heating Oils 
Combustioneer Automatic Stokers 


SPLINTERS 


Vll 


HOBSON & LAWLER CO. 

PLUMBING and HEATING 
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Vlll 


SPLINTERS 



TRADITIONAL 

For more than a century S. S. Pierce Co. has 
brought the finest foods from all parts of the world 
to the homes of New England. 

Quality and service, plus good value, have become 
synonymous with S. S. Pierce Co. 

Send for our price list, “The Epicure.” Mail orders 
given prompt, careful attention. 

S. S. PIERCE CO. 

BOSTON 


COURIER-CITIZEN CO. 

General Printers 

•* 


Jackson Street Lowell, Massachusetts 
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Compliments of 

THE LOWELL FIVE CENT 
SAVINGS BANK 

34 JOHN STREET, 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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LAUNDRY and 
DRY CLEANING 


RUBIFOAM 

For the Teeth 



IT IS WISE TO USE RUBIFOAM 

Serving Rogers Hall 
for 14 Years 


E. W. HOYT & CO. 



LOWELL, MASS. 

PHONE 



LOWELL 5309 


Stationers 

WINCHESTER 

LAUNDRY 

60 PUFFER STREET 
LOWELL 


Gift Shop 

Toy Shop 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, 

INC. 



108 MERRIMACK ST. 


OFFICIAL OUTFITTER FOR 

ROGERS HALL 


GYMNASIUM GARMENTS 
MADE TO MEASURE 


JANE TOOHER SPORT CLOTHES 

711 BOYLSTON STREET 
BOSTON. MASSACHUSETTS 
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CANDY - FANCY DRINKS - BAKED GOODS 
SALADS - - SANDWICHES IN OUR TEAROOM 


At the Clock in the Square 


COAL IRON FIREMAN COAL STOKERS 

COKE DELCO OIL BURNERS 

FUEL OIL AMEROIL RANGE BURNERS 

CEMENT THERMOSTATS 

E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 BROADWAY ST. 8 MERRIMACK ST. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 

fUmupU (Eouripr-QIittfPtt 

AND 

LOWELL EVENING LEADER 

THE LEADING NEWSPAPERS OF MIDDLESEX COUNTY 

Cnmrll, fUaHHarljnBfttH 
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Orchids - Valley Gardenias - Violets 

CORSAGES— ANY COMBINATION 

MOLONEY, for Flowers 

25 PRESCOTT ST., TEL. LOWELL 1181 

Local Member 
Florist Telegraph Delivery 
Guaranteed Flowers-by-Wire Service 
Decorations — Prices on Request 


For Novelties 

in Footwear 

SEE 

The Sample Shoe Store 

MR. SHWARTZ 

24 Prescott Street 

Compliments 

of the 

RENDEZVOUS 

COSTUMES and WIGS 

For All Occasions for Rental 

At Reasonable Rates 

Compliments 

HAYDEN COSTUME CO. 

of a 

Friend 

786 Washington St. 

BOSTON HAN cock 43 56 

Our Only Boston Address 

ALL HEATED CARS 

OUT-OF-TOWN TRIPS 


DEPOT TAXI CAB CO. 


TEL. 



MERRIMACK HOTEL STAND 

(Across from the Depot) 

PROMPT COURTEOUS SERVICE E. J. Reilly, Mgr. 
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NINETY-THREE YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 
The Only Ethical Drug Store in Lowell 
This is the reason your doctor wants his prescriptions filled here 


F. AND E. BAILEY & CO. 

“Prescription Specialists” 

79 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 19 John St. 


Compliments of the 


POST OFFICE 
GARAGE 

91 Appleton St. 
Charles Dancause 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


T. A. WHELAN 


LOWELL’S 

LEADING GROCER 


Cor. Central and Church Sts. 



" On the Sunny Side 
of Merrimack St/' 


Kodaks 
Developing 
Printing 
Greeting Cards 


DONALDSON’S 
Camera and Art 
Shop 


LUNCH or FEAST 
NARDINI’S 

Always Open 


CONCORD, N. H. 


THE McKEON 
HAIRDRESSING SHOPPE 

209-210 SUN BUILDING 


For Service and Satisfaction in All 
Branches of Hairdressing. 

CALL 1387 
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Fine Cutlery 

Compliments of 

Fine Plane Goods 


at 

Batchelder, Snyder, Dorr 

THE THOMPSON 

and Doe 

HARDWARE CO. 

Producers of Fine Foods 

Tel. 156—157 

BOSTON, MASS. 

VOGUE SHOPPE 


HAIR DRESSING 

Compliments 

MRS. WENDEN 

of § 

Harper Graduate 

Friend 

312 Sun Building Tel. Lowell 676 


Compliments 

Compliments 

of 

of a 

Newmarket 

Friend 

Manufacturing Co. 



JAMES WHITTET 

CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER 


19 PLEASANT STREET 
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Compliments of 

A. STOWELL & CO. 

Jewelers and Silversmiths 

24 WINTER STREET, BOSTON 


Compliments of 

Mechanics 

Savings Bank 

in 

Lowell, Mass. 

204 MERRIMACK ST. 

Compliments 

of 

Dr. Boy den Pillsbury 

CAMERON BROS. 

Visit the New 

Wholesale Confectioners 

Vivian’s Beauty Salon 

and 

New Location, 

Fountain Supplies 

36 CENTRAL STREET 


Vivian Germain, Prop. 

157 MIDDLESEX ST. 

Mr. Stewart 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Irene Herbert 


Hats 

Dresses 

Bags 

Hosiery 


MISS HOWE 

Exclusive Apparel 

183 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. 1474 


XVI 


SPLINTERS 



John Sexton & Co. 

W. J. HOARE 

Manufacturing 

Wholesale Grocers 

Sea Food of All Kinds 
in its Season 

Quality Since 1883 

Fresh Fish, Oysters, 

Clams, Lobsters, Etc. 

CHICAGO BROOKLYN 

Tel. 863 461 Lawrence St. 

BAY STATE DYE 

HOUSE 

—OUR FISH MAN— 

HOWE STREET 

Tel. 4121 We Call and Deliver 


The Largest and Most Selective Stock of 

FURNITURE, RUGS 
and DRAPERIES 

ROBERTSOt^S 


PRESCOTT, COR. CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 
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The Fuel 

“ Your Neighbors Know ” 

USED IN MORE THAN 
150,000 NEW ENGLAND HOMES 


Call Your Authorized Dealer 


A Perfect T ranslation 

of Paris High Fashions 
that merits the Grade “A” 

Always at 

CHERRY & WEBB’S 


Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments 

ALBERT RICHARDS 
COMPANY, INC. 

77-79 SOUTH MARKET STREET 

of a 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Friend 

Wholesale Distributors of 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Poultry, Butter 


and Eggs 

**Where School and Hotel People 
Gather ” 


Compliments of a Friend 



School for (firls 


On an elevation facing Fort Hill Park , which commands a view of 
the Concord River Valley and the mountains of New Hampshire 

College ‘Preparatory 
and (general bourses 

(graduate £ourse of Two years 

Electives in Secretarial Training, 
Music and Art 


CAREFULLY DIRECTED 
INDOOR AND OUTDOOR ATHLETICS 


V 

For Illustrated Catalogue 

Address 

Mrs. Katharine Whitten McGay 
Lowell, Mass. 

















